8 „ 

—— — . 4 

4 = _—_— —— 

* — — — — . bu 
— — — — — 


* 
— —_ — — U — — —— — 


ͤ—ũ—E—ñ—ͤ— — — 


ſcellaneous Poems. 


1 


P 


: 
[7-05 * 
G. 
7 
421 
I * 


*. ; x 
EEE 
3 


. 


N 


— 
WV 
— 
*s. 
7 
» of 
. 
ou 
v5 
. 
* 
” 
p 
* 
> 
mY 
. 
FS: 
" 
. 

K* 
ak 
. 

4 


3 
” 
* 
. 
* 
a * 
+ 
&S Aa 
— LY 
* 
9 
o 
ld, 
7 
- 
: 
* 2 
CY 
» q 
— 13 
* 
. 
. 
= 
- 
o 
an 
ny — — b 
* 
= 
. 
, 
* 1 * 
= © 


Miſcellaneous Poems. 


Rz11c10ys, Moxat, 
AND 
EnxnTerxTAINING SUBJECTS: 
; CoLLECTED 


From the beſt ENGLISH AUTHORS. 


& 


Omne tultit punctum, qui miſcuit utile dulci.— Hos f 


#0004 9080000 C008COR0 8080 £000 COMMCEOD..COREBED C000 * ; ; 
+ 6800-mm 0099 COSOCOOOCOPOEODC COPOEOGOROEC COPBRget. 


LiuzxICE:; Printed by J. Fs RRAR, 1773. 


— 


a 
D 


; * T ! | | : | : 
k FF. N 4 « EI * * * - 7 wag , 
: 8 5 4 84 » — * * 
he to t LICK 
5 x 5 7 0 ” it al s + . \ * 5 
" * ha \ - * ö , * 8 4 % 
5 — s þ * j l a+ | — 
; 0 , . + 5 & * hk 5 
A 4 4 — 31 N OE: ' | 
2 


M HE following Sheets were 
moſtly ſelected for the pri- 
vate Entertainment of the Editor; 
without any deſign of their being 
ever publiſhed. by him. But ſome 
particular Friends finding him rea- 
ding the Manuſcript inſiſted on his 
publiſhing of it, for the good of 
all Men. The greater part of this 
Coll Ec TIoN was never publiſhed in 
this Kingdom, nor perhaps ever 
met with here before. If theſe 
Poems are not received by the Pub- 
lic in general, as the Editor could 
wiſh them to be, yet he is of opi- 
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"Ton 9 2 will 1 5 moſt contully 


read by all ſuch as have their 
iTeRnar Hareiness at heart. They 


are all calculated both to inſtruct 
and pleaſe the Reader: Without 


offending any ſet of Chriſtians 


whatſoever. It is a fad truth, that, 


a Collection of obſcene Teſts, or 
fooliſh Songs, calculated only to 

deſtroy Youth or help Old-age to 
Sin, would be more eagerly ht 
up ür the Men of th reſent age, 
than a Collection of Dine Poems, 


publiſhed purely to inſtruct all, (but 
_ eſpecially the young) and. make 


their minds in love with Wiſdom, 
« whoſe ways, are ways of plea- 


fantnefs, and all her Paths are 


Peace.“ 
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Know. yourſelf. By the late Dr. AzBUTANOP, 


* HAT am 17 how produc'd? and for 
WA  whatend? 1 . id 

Wende drew being? to-what Pay | 
"++ SA tend ? Fr 


Am I th' abandon'd orphan of blind chance ? 

Dropt by wild atoms in diſorder'd dance * 

Or from an endleſs chain of cauſes ee 8 

And of unthinking ſabſtance, born with thought: 

By motion which began without a cauſe, 

Supremely wiſe, without deſign or laws? 

Am I but what I ſeem, mere fleſh; and blood; 

A branching channel, with s mazy flood? 


* E ſtream that through my veſſels 


Dull and RE IR + Se flows like cottimon: tides : 
a pipes through which the circling juices | 
| t SEL, 


Are not that Ng L 5 more than . ' | 
. 5 | % 5 | * 


Lt, Iv 22 —UAE 


-» 


(2) 


This frame compacted with tranſcendent ſkill, 
Of moving joints obedient to my will, 
Nurſ'd from the Fan Blebe; lie Vonder f 
tree, :» ww £ | 
Waxes and 8 [ call it N not me: 


| New matter ſtill the mould'ring maſs ſuſtains, 


The manſion chang'd, the tenant till remains: 
And from the fleeting ſtream, repair'd by food, 
Diſtinct, as is the ſwimmer from the nd. 


What am I then? ſure of a nobler birth, 


By parent's right, I own as mother cart; 


But claim ſuperior lineage to my ſire, 


Who warm'd the unthinking clod with heavenly 
\ re: 

Eſſence divine, with lifeleſs clay allay'd, 

By double nature, double inſtin& ſway'd ;- 

With look erect, I dart my longing eye, 
Seem wing'd to part, and gain my native ky; ; 
I ſtrive to mount, but ſtrive, alas! in vain, - © 


Ty'd to this maſly globe with magic chain. 5 * 
Now with ſwift thought Inne from pole to 


pole, 
View worlds around their flaming centers roll: 
What ſteady power their endleſs motions guide, 


'Thro' the ſame trackleſs paths of baundleſs void ! 


I trace the blazing comet's fiery tail | 
And weigh the whirling planets in a ſcale : | 
Theſe Godlike thoughts, while eager I purſue 
Some glittring trifle offer'd to my view, _ 
A gnat, an inſect of the meaneſt kind, 
Eraſe the new-born image from my mind ; 


Some beaſtly want, craving importunate, 


Vile as the grinning maſtiff at my gate, 
Cuts off from heav'rly truth this reaſn'ing me, 
And tells me I'm a brute as much as he. 3 


© $Dg 4 
If on ſublimer wings of love and praiſe, © * 
My ſoul above the ſtarry vault I raiſe,” 
Lur'd'by ſome vain conceit, or ſhameful luſt, 
J flag, I drop, and flutter in the duſ. 
The tow' ring lark thus from her lofty ſtrain, 
Stops to an emmet, ot a barley grain. 
By adverſe guſts of jarring inſtincts toſt, 
I rove to one now to the other coaſt: 
To bliſs unknown my lofty foul aſpires, .. 
My lot unequal to my vaſt deſires. 
As ' mongſt the hinds a child of royal birth, 
Finds his high pedigree by conſcious worth; 
So man, amongſt his fellow brutes expoſ d, 
Sees he's a king, but tis a king depoſ d. 
Pity him, beaſts! you by no law confin'd, . 
Are barr'd from devious paths, by being blind; 
Whilft man, through op'ning views of various 
r 100 Bred of T*? 
Confounded, by the aid of knowledge ſtrays; 
Too weak to chooſe yet chooſing ftill in haſte, 
One moment gives the pleaſure and diſtaſte, 
Bilk'd by paſt minutes, while the preſent cloy, 
The flatt'ring future ſtill muſt give the joy. 
Not happy, but amus'd upon the road, 
And (like you) thoughtleſs of his laſt abode, 
Whether next ſun his being ſhall reſtrain 
To endleſs nothing, happineſs or pain. 
Around me, lo, the thinking, thoughtleſs crew, 
(Bewilder'd each) their different paths purſue 
Of them I aſk the way; the firſt replies, | 
Thou art a God, and ſends me to the ſkies, 
Down on the turf (the next) thou too-legg'd beaſt, 
There fix thy lot, thy bliſs, and endleſs reſt; 
Between theſe wide extreams the length is ſuch 
I find, I know too little, or too much, 
| : A 2 * Almighty 


(4) 


ws Almighty power; by whoſc moſt wiſe com- 
mand 
« Helpleſs, forlorn, uncertain bers! n 
* Take this faint glimmering of thy ſelf away, 
Or break into my ſoul with perfect day.“ 


This ſaid, expanded lay the ſacred text, 


The balm, the light, the guide of ſouls perplex'd 

Thus the benighted traveller that trays . 

* Thro' doubtful paths, enjoys the morning rays; 

The nightly miſt, and thick deſcending-dew, 

Parting, unfold the fields, and' vaulted Ane. 

O truth divine! enlighten'd by thy ray | 

« 7 grope and gueſs no more, but ſee my _— ; 

Thou clear'd the ſecret of my high deſcent, 

* And told me what thoſe myſtick hay 

i meant; 

5 Marks of my 7 birth, whack 1 had worn in yain,, . 

Too hard for worldly ſages to explain; | 

* Zeno's were vain, vain Epicurus' ſchemes, * 

% 'Their ſyſtems falſe, deluſive were: ther 

dreams; | 
„ Unſkill'd my n elch nature to divide, m0 
* One 1 my N and one nurs d my 
3 6 

„ Thoſe jarring truths which human art beguile, 

* Thy facred page thus bids me reconcile.” 

Offspring of God, no leſs thy pedigree. ' 

What thou once wer't, art now. and Rl may 
be, | 

Thy God alone can tell, hs decree; 

Faultleſs thou dropt from his unetring ſill, 

With the bare power to fin, ſince free of will: 

Yet charge not with thy guilt, his bOURMROYS 

ve, 


For who has power to walk, bas power to love: 
Who 


('s ) 
Who acts by force impell'd, can nought de- 


„ Jerve'; 
And wiſdom ſhort * 17 0 ew. 
Borne nl thy new imp d wings, thou took'ſt ey 
fli 
Left W creator, and the realms of licht; 
Diſdain'd his gentle precept to fulfil; 
And thought to grow a God by doing ll: 
Though by foul guilt thy ann. form de 
ac'd, 
In nature chang” d, from boppy manſions 
chac'd, 15 
| ow ſtill betain 1 forme ſparks. of bear ly | 
re, | 
Too faint to mount, yet reſtleſs to alpice ; 
Angel eneugh to ſeek thy bliſs BAR, I 
And brute enough to make thy ſearch. in, vain. 
The creatures now withdraw their kindly uſe, 
Some fly thee, ſame torment, and ſome ſeduce ; 
Repaſt ill ſuited to fuch difPrent gueſts, 
For what thy fenſe defires, thy foul diftates ; 
Thy luft, thy curioſity, thy pride 
Curb'd, or deferr'd, or baul Ed, or gratify 'd, 
Rage on, and make thee equally "unble(ſd | 
In r thou wapt it, and what thou: haft poſ- 
ſeſſ 
In vain chow hop' ſt for bliſs on bis poor clod, 
Return and ſeek thy Father and thy God: 
Yet think not to regain thy native ſky, 
Borne on the wings of vain philoſophy ; 
Myſterious paſſage! hid from human eyes; 
Soaring, you'll fink, and linking you - "will 
... riſe; 
Let humble thoughts thy wary ſootiteps guide, 
* by meexneſa what you loſt by — 


* my —_ . — 8 8 
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The Lond of the La, a W Obr. 


"5 E * the lache ain us falling, 
Dry and wither'd to the ground, 
Thus to thoughtleſs mortals calling 


In a ſad and ſolemn ſound, 
„ Sons of Adam once in Eden 


When like us he blighted fell, 


Hear the lecture we are reading, 


Ti alas! the truth we tell, 
< Virgins much, too much preſaming 


| On your boaſted white and red, 


View us late in beauty blooming, 


Number d now among the dead, 


ber Griping miſers nightly waking 


See the end of all your care, 
| Fled on wings of our own making 


We have left our. owners bare. 
Sons of. honour, fed on praiſes, 


paring high 1 in fancy'd wort.. 
Lo! the fickle air that raiſes, - | 


%. a3 


© Learned Coke. 1n ſyſtems Jaded, 
Whe for new. ones daily call 


Ceaſe at length, by us perſuaded, 4 
Every leaf muſt have its fall. B 


118 Youths, tho' yet no loſſes grieye you, 
Gay i in health and manly grace, : 


Let not cloudleſs ſkies deceive you 


Summer gives to Autumn place. 
«© Venerable 


Nor in che ſtreets of Aſkelon proclaim : 


el 
Venerable Sires, grown hoary, 
Hither turn th' unwilling eye, d 


Think amidſt your falling glory; 
Autumn tells a Winter nig. 
< Yearly in our courſe returning, 
Meſſengers of ſhorteſt ſtay, | 
Thus we preach the truth concerning, 
Heaven and earth ſhall paſs en | 
* On the tree of life eternal, 
Man, let all thy hopes be ſtay'd, 
Which alone for ever vernal, 
Bears a leaf that ſhall not fade: 


OOO οοοοοοοοσ 


David's Lamentation for Saul aud JonaTHax, 
By tbe Rev. 15 eee * A. 


3 H E flow'r of Iſrael withers on, i. the plain; 
Ho are the mighty on the mountains ſlain ! 
In Gath, ah! never this diſhonour name, 


Leaſt the ſad tidings of our country's woe 
Cauſe triumph to the daughters of the foe. | 
May Heaven, Gilboa, on thy heights ne'er pour 
The dew refreſhing, or the fruitful ſhow'r , 
Ne'er may thy furrows give the golden ſeed, 
Nor from thy folds the fleecy victims bleed; 
A mi ghty men thro* fear, their ſhields re- 
ign'd; 
The ſhield of Saul was baſely left behind 
Thy bow, O Jonathan, oft ſtrew'd the plain) 
With carcaſſes of valiant heroes ſlain; q 
Thy ſword, O Saul, neꝰer left its ſheath in * 4 
e 


(8) 


tied, 6 0: 
Whom glory join'd, and death could not divide. 
Dreadful through all the war they mov'd along, 
_ Swift as the eagle, as the lion ſtrong. | 
Weep, weep for Saul, ye nymphs, whoſe boun- 
ty dreſt 55 
Iſrael's fair daughters in the ſcarlet veſt, 
Who gave you gold, and pearls, your robes to 
deck, „„ at i 
And ringsand jewels, for your hands and neck. 
Thy proweſs, much loy'd Jonathan, prov'd 
vain ; | 
How are the mighty on the mountains ſlain ! 
From me, O Jonathan, for ever dear, 
Thy fate, alas! demands th' eternal tear! 
Where can ſuch faith, ſuch piety be found ? 


Such pleaſing converſe” with firm friendſhip 
bound ? a e 


Thy love was wondrous, ſoothing all my care, 

Paſſing the fond affection of the fair. | 

How are the mighty on the mountains ſlain! 
And all the inftruments of battle vain ! 


Doomſaay, from HerBerT. 


Bleſt pair l whom love with ſweeteſt concord 


- 


«CC OME to Judgment, come away!“ 
(Hark, I hear the Angel fay, | 
Ty go the duſt to riſe) 

aſte, reſume, and lift your eyes; 
Hear, ye ſons of Adam hear, 
Man before thy Gop appear.” 


Come 


69) 


Come to Judgment, come away. | 
This the laſt, the dreadful dar. 5 
Sov'reign author, udge of 5 | 
Duſt obeys: thy quick' ning call. PE 
Duſt no other voice will heed: 1 8 
Thine the trump that wakes he dead. 

Come to Judgment, come l. 
Ling'ring man no longer ſtay; ' * + 
Thee let earth at length reſtore, b 
Priſ ner in her womb no more: 
Burſt the barriers of the tomb, 


Riſe to meet thy inſtant doom A 
Come to Judgment, come away ! 5 
Wide diſperſt howe'er ye ſtray, ' , 


Loſt in fire, or air, or main, 
Kindrea atoms meet again ? 
Sepulchred where'er ye reſt, en 25 x 
Mix'd with fiſh, 'or bird, or beat. oy 


Come to Judgment, come away! 
Help, O Car18rT, thy works . 
Man is out of order hurl'd, 
Parcel'd out of all the world. 

Lord thy humble ſervant n | 
And my muſick ſhall be praiſe. 


Mac! 
Seen 2 
The INES of * Man.” | ce. 
B EHOLD. yan antes infant an 
With hunger thirſt and. pain, 


That aſks to have the wants reliev d wh 7 
It knows not to explain. 
B Aloud 


(10 ; 


Aloud the. ſpeechleſs Apple eee 
And utters as it can, 

The woes that in its boſom riſe, 
And Jpcak it's ITY man. 


That infant, whoſe 3 . 
Life's various ſorrows try, 
(Sad proof of fins tranſmiſſive pow't * 
That infant, Pye am I. 75 


A childhood, yet, — thoughts confels, 


Tho! long in, years. mature; 
Unknowing whence fee] diſtreſs, 


* where or WW? is cure. 


9 


O Let 3 N „ig n me awell; 59 
Thy love my footſteps. guide: 

That . ſhall vainer love expell, 
That fear _ Tears beſide. 


And O Wy error's 55 es ſubdu'd 
Since oft my ſtubborn will, 

5 Prepoſt'rous, ſhuns the latent good, 

And graſps the 127 . ill; 


Nox to my wiſh, bets tomy wants- 
o thou thy gifts A 


| * what good Wo. geren, f dent, 


What ill, though n deny. 


Oor 


en) 
Ove | for the Mew Year. By Mr. Worv. 
e ; 
N O W, Time, rejoice! Fool forrow wy 
| thy chain! 4 

For thou art young, thou art new-born again, 5 

Bid ev'ry deep- mouth d cannon roar, 

And wake to mirth the ſleeping ſhore. 
And let the ſhrill-rongu'd trumper's note 

On echo's airy boſom flott. 
To blefs and to adors the infant year, 


Bring in the van briſk health, and riches i in the 
rear, n 


Tho death has laid 4 thy inen Wale low; 3 2 
And ſwell'd the tide of univerfal woe, - 

Yet ceaſe, ah! ceaſe to 1 for all 

Muſt wait the tyrant's final call. 

There's no reverſing his decree 

For he ſhall vanquiſh even thee. 
Behold another Grox RE aſcends the throne, | 
Who, like his Site, ſhall reign untivaly'd and 


alone, | | = 


"> 


Thus, when by Wands unalterable le 

The pale-ey'd ſtar of eye its flame withdraws, 
Succeeds a ſpace of gloomy night, 
And nature weeps the loſs of light, * 
She drops her dark-bound front a while, 8 
But ſoon renews her lovely ſmile; | 

When Heos * chaſes ev 'ty * away, 

Throws night behind his orb, and 8 the 


coming day. Tal 


| 2 
| ©, The Morning Star. 


Tell me, prophetic Time! I] ſue to thee; 


e 


And tho' a Briton, bend my pliant knee, | 


cc 
— 


cc 


cc 


ce 
cc 


cc 
6c 


To riſe I never will preſume, 


Till thou haſt ſpoke my country's doom. | * 


% Shall triumph-looking peace again 

* Direct her dove to Albion's plain.” 1611 100 

And where abroad the cypreſs rears its head, | 

Say! ſhall ſhe plant rhe W Olive in ite 
| * ſead? FEET 191 

Say, ſhall my wich. who now IR feeptrs 
© wields! - 7 

Reſtore the harveſt to [CORAL 8 fields ! 


© Shall he chaſtiſe fierce Gallia's _ 


* And bid her inſolence ſubſide, , 


„And on ſome: future, happy day, | 


Wipe every orphan's tear away, 

Unlock the urn, where plenty keeps bz fave, 

And bid united legions reſt, and Var no more. 
6 


It ſhall be fo, “ thou ſay'ſt,“ it ſhall * O. 


Nor need thy country dread tht invading foe; 


For chid by thy new Monarch now. 
* Old Mars himſelf to him ſhall bow. 


* Peace, with her gentle dove, again, 
Shall ſettle on Britannia's plain; 


And where abroad the Cypreſs rears its . 


She 0 ſhall plant the l Olive i m its 
te end. 


4. 
Thy native Prince who now the 8 
Shall pour the harveſt o'er Germania's fields, 


5 '* The rage of Gallia ſhall deride, 


N And * the pinions of her r pride, . 
He 


(13] 

He ſoon too, on ſome happy day, | 
Shall wipe each orphans tear away; 
Ope wide the urn where plenty locks her ſtore 
+ Wd freedom ſoar aloft, and nations war no 

mere, "TIF | 
Britons, one and all come e hither, 
Whether do ye fly? ah whither ! 
Stop, and hear the voice of time 
Sounding bleſſings on eee ee 
Touch the many corded ly re. 
Higher ſwell the tone, and higher; 
Trill the flute, the viol e 
Lulling echo faſt aſleep. 


Sons of induſtry and labour, 
Blow the pipe, and beat the tabor, 
And let all unite the ſtrain, | 
4 Time! is now grown young again.“ 


SSS 


The tenth Opꝝx of the ſecond Book of Welk 
2 BY V. \ COM TON * D.-: 8 


W ov: D you, my friend, true bliſs obtain, 
Nor tempt. the coaſt, nor preſs the main, 

In open ſeas loud tempeſts roar, 

And treacherous rocks begirt the ſhore, 


Hatred to all extremes is ſeen 
In thoſe who love-the golden mean. 
They nor in palaces rejoice, 
Nor 1s the ſordid cot their choice. | 


The middle ſtate of life is beſt, 
Exalted ſtations find no reſt; 


Storms 


„een 


Storms ſhake the aſpiring pine and tower, 
And mountains feel the thunder's pow'r. 


The mind prepar'd for each event, a 


In every ſtate maintains content; 


She hopes the beſt, when ſtorms prevail, 
Nor truſts too far the proſperous gale. 


Should time returning winters bring, 
Returning winter yields to ſpring. 
Shou'd darkneſs ſhroud the preſent ſkies, _ 
Hereafter brighter ſuns ſhall riſe, 


When Pcean ſhoots his fiery darts, 
[Diſeaſe and death transfix our hearts; 
But oft the God with-holds his bow 
In pity to the race below, 


When clouds the angry Heaven deform. 
Be ſtrong, and brave the ſwelling ſtorm., 
Amidſt proſperity's full gales | 
Be humble, and contract your ſails. 


$46$4-44-64-44-+ 


A new Tranſtativn of MR TI AIs celebrated Epi- 
gram 10 his Friend Julius MARTIAL. _ 
Si ſecum mihi, chare Martialis, 


Securis liceat frui diebus, ; 


See Mart. Ep. 21. Lib. 5. ; 


H! could I diſencumber'd once and free, 
Enjoy true life, my deareſt friend, with thee, 
No courts, nor camps, nor cities, nor the noiſe, 
Of wrangling ſuits, ſhould interrupt our Joys, 

| | | N 


* 


618) 


but walks, and harmleſs ſports, and pleaſant 


_ "rhyme, 
And books, and ber ſhould ene our 
einn 1155S 
Now vex d vin cares. we ſpend, our funs | in 
nns 
For us — riſe, fans us 55 ſei in vain. 
Can any mortal man; ye ſages ſay, '/ 
qo? how to live indeed die Es 


1 * 
« - 


ite, an 4 young - Clergyman. | 
e 2 n 95 A. 


he A8 erde on thts lips of FIVE! hung, 
r could. affliction lend the heart a tongue, 
There ſhould my foul, in noble anguiſh free, 
Do glorious juſtice to her grief and thee. 

Bur ah! when loaded with a weight of woe, 
Ev'n nature, bleſſed nature is our foe. 
When we ſhould: praiſe,” we ſympathetic groan, 
For ſad mortality is all our own. 

Yet but a word; as lowly'as he lies, 

He ſpurns all empires and aſſerts the ſkies. 
Bluſh, pow'r ! he had no int'reſt here below; 
Bluſh, malice ! that he dy d without a foe; 

7 univerſal friend, fo form'd t' engage, 
Wes far too precious for this world and age. 
Years were deny d (for ſuch his worth and truth) - 
* Heav'n wat call d Hart to eternal youth, 


The 


#7 : 
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** 


Phe Day of Pidgrent. * AM” OgiLyin: 75 
I By UT, 0 my Gul! the PRs ms beben, 
. Nor dare to paint what Angels dread to hear: 


And ſmooth with ſofter ſcenes the flowing line. 
Yet ſtay! one moment bid the whole unfold, 


Clear the bright gem from it's ſurrounding 
mould ; _- 


youth, 
An awful pauſe may cull ſome uſeful truth: 
May raiſe the paſſions with becoming pride, 
1 *Tis virtue's call, nor be the call deny'd. 


— — — — — — —̃ N 
— — —— —ê x.j — — 
* a 1 


Would'ſt thou 0 man! avoid th! unbounded 
1 F 

Would'ſt feel ty breaft with endleſs raptures 
# _ glow? 

a Would'ſ thou with triumph hear the thunders 
1 roll; 


Retire. — be deaf to grandeur's vain alarm, 
It's gilded darts, that ſting thee while Wer 
charm 
Let life's gay ſcenes engage thy. coul no more, 
Pomp, beauty, youth, the bubbles of an hour: 
Fix every thou Ho on thy immortal part; 
Bid Heaven e! — then, trembling aſk thy 
heart, 
„ How have I walk'd thro? all this mazy PEN 
„How liv'd, to gain the plaudit of my God? 
How ſpoke ? ? how acted ? how improv'd the 
boon _ 
On all beſtow'd, from all reſum'd fo 2 
ay, 


Loet heavenly bliſs thy cooler thoughts equine, 
© . 


That rock the * earth from pole to pole: 1 


To warm the breaſt, and touch unthinking f 


* 


— 


C4 


< Sa. did I e' er o'er weeping virtue groan, 
„Return her W and . her grief my 
,..omn'? x; 
% Have I, unmov'd by ſorrow! s frantic, cries 5 
« Refus'd my help, my pity, or my ſighs ? 
Then hear, n n eee uf thy 
aid detain, : 
„ The nobleſt with, dhe beſt refobre how 
Vain 36 
A proſtrate duſt thy willing e ear ! - 
4 Hear all ye Saints, and every Angel hear! 
** Should yet thy mercy give me years to oo 
If not, this hour conſigns me to the tomb, 
* On thee alone each fond deſire ſhall reſt, 
No rival love to ſhare it in, ray breaſt : 
leave, vain World, "thy pleaſures to thy 
friends, 003 
The fool that aſks thera, and the grave that 
6 
« Each fair, each cw object, Ibn 


* Be thine my 2 and Fa my powers be 
thine ! 5 TRE 


"eo 
z 


3 . 
- 
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StanZas Written i is a Mood. 2 Me. Worx. 


A SCENE, Ike this, can blue fail to 
Se war 


| Where friendly boughs a 2 quiv ring ſhade 
diffuſe. i 


| Here on this turf let me recline at eaſe 
And hold ſweet converſe with the ſylyanmuſe. 


- 
* 
4 . 
e 07 ene ee 
* ' 
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(18) 
Thee let me worſhip with obedience true, 
4 _ . Whom paſtoral ſimplicities adorn, 
j When eve puts on her ſandals wafh'd in dew, 
| When earth receives'the virgin kiſs of morn.” 


= O! Let me frequent from the plains retire, - 
| And to thy cool refreſhing grots repair, 

When ſultry Pheebus, with meridian fire, 
Scorches the panting boſom of the air. 


i She me, kind Druid, ſome pacific dale; 


\'F From tumult lead my willing footſteps far, 
* Nor let me hear the ſadly ſounding tale, 
1 Pl armies victim'd in the field of war. 


= On me, ambition ! may'ft thou never prey, 
. Nor diſcompoſe one feature of my mind ! 
Enough! thou ſnatch'd my Paridel away, 5 
Who left his penſive Altamont behind. 


Perhaps ev'n now, while here the ruſtic lay 
I tune, complative over nature's page, 
Thouſands ſtand forth in terrible array, 

And hoſts, with hoſts in deeds of death en 


Happy for me, that underneath this ſhade, 
I ſit ſequeſter d from the buſy throng, 
ear ſtruggling rills rough gurgle thro'. the 


glade, 
And liſten to the black - bird's mellow ſong. 


What! 


(19) 


What tho fair Iris fits not on thy wing, 
Nor ſprinkles on thy breaft her heav'nly 
et 
Sweet harmoniſt! I'd rather hear thee ſing, 
Than all the noiſy minſtrels of the ſky, 
Why dances thus you butterſiꝝ ſo gay, 
Beating the air in many an idle ring ? 


Go, ſpread thy colours to the noon tide ray ; 
And bid the painter emulate thy wing. 


Loſt is the luſtre of thy ſilky veſt, 


Here, where no multitudes it's gloſs deſcry; 


Hence, where ſpectators may obſerve thee beſt, 
Nor hide thy tinctures from the public eye. 


With awful gloom the ſolemn place is fill'd, | 
No ſplendid object ſtrikes upon the ſight, | 
Save where the ſun the dark-brown ſcene to 

Draws his long meaſuring line of filyer light. 


High overhead is perch'd the clam'rous rook, 
Croaking harſh notes from her diſcordant 
2 e 3 
With ſecret pleaſure ſhe ſurveys the nook, 
Where ſhe has built the cradle for her young. 


Here let me muſe, until my eyes behold, 

The glim'ring moon, and brilliant ftars ap- 
Until the laft low tinkling of the fold, 

No longer tremble. in attention's ear. 


\ 


"Ty =_ _ 


_ 5 — 
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* . * 
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Then homeward let me meditate my way, 
Wrapt in the ſilence of Angelic thought, 
Each glowing orb with wond'ring eye ſurvey, 

And praiſe the great director, as I ought. 


a kek bbb 


Fw an Ops. By the Rev. WALTER 
Shah SHIRLEY, M0 
| | x3 
O E R hill, o'er dale, o'er mountains wide 
, extent... - 

In queſt of Liberty 1 fondly ftrey'd ; 
Still wander'd on, unknowing where I went ; 

Charm'd by report alone I lov'd the maid. 
For oft in ſenates had I heard her name; 

In pop'lous meetings oft applauded high : | 
And ſometimes, ſpeaking thro the trump of 

fame, 

Patriots had claim'd her for their near ally. 

O Tell me where's this wonder to be found? 


Or lives ſhe in the air? Or dwells on fairy 
ground ? 80 | 


© 


2 
As late I ſought her in a W grove, Ep 
A Nymph approach'd, and whiſper'din my ear, 
Give o'er thy ſearch, ſee Liberty in love,; 
Give o'er thy ſearch, the e nymph is 
here! 
0 By theſe diſtinguiſh'd names I'm farador'd ; 
And all the gay, and all the young, are 
mine; 
T No rude reftraint my if pecious counts afford; 
Neo peeviſh laws the looſen'd will W 
et 


[21.3 


" Yet ſome, or Jull of taſte, .or over-nice, - 
_ © Spurn all theſe proffer'd od ad. madly 
call me vice.“ 
5 | Jig 
She ſpoke, the now, preſenting (as; in 5 | 
A Fillet, fain ſhe wou'd have bound my 
eyes; | 
But I, impatient of ſecluded _— 
Reſiſted warmly, for Iſcorn'd ſurprize. 
When lo! Three Selling chains before con- 
ceal'd, 
Dropt from her ſide, and, rattling, fell to 
_ ground: 
Luft, death and miſery, on the fetter's ſeal'd ; 
And each had fretted deep, a ghaſtly wound, . 
And art thou Liberty ? I ſmiling, ſaid : 
The forc'reſs, fore diſmay'd, with conſcious 
horror fled. 
"a1 4 | 
At court I aſl'd, if Liberty were there? 
The courtiers laugh'd, and ridicul'd her 
name : 
Yet ſome had lov'd the viſionary \ fair; 
But ſolid gold had wak'd them from their 
| dream. 
In vain 1 ſought her in the ſoldier's tent ; 
The flave of. glory knew not where ſhe 
. dwelt: 
Under her banners to the 1 wars he went ; 
But ne'er her ſacred influence had felt. 
In cities much ſhe's-talk'd of, never found: 


For av'rice drove her hence, and ftill maintains 
her Ground. 
In 


( 22 ) 


„ 68s | 
In rural ſports I paſſ'd a weary day; e 
Each jocund youth pretended ſne was there; 
But cruelty, and noiſe, and wild diſmay, 
Could ne'er prevail, if Liberty were near, 
Bat oft Licentiouſneſs her name aſſumes; 
| Her ealy geſture, and her light attire; 
And, mingling with the riotous, preſumes 
Lawleſs to ſanctify her baleful fire. 
Oft blazing forth amidſt the giddy crowd, 
Treaſon ſhe leads in hand, and ruin threatens 
loud. | | 
Af School-maſter I met, of brow ſevere, 
Who held an antient book he call'd the law: 
Aloud he read, with accent full and clear ; 
Proſtrate I bow'd with reverential awe, 
„ All this, ſays he, you ſtrictly muſt obey; 
* Nor dream of Liberty this fide the grave.” 
Then, ſteraly viewing me, he went his way ; 
And left me, doom'd an everlaſting ſlave. 
How ſhould I dare to difobey his will? 
Or a I, alas! ſuch ftrit commands 
utnl ? Eo 25 


Bound by this law, I labour'd, wept, and 
pray d; | | „ , F 
And tedious thought the day, and long the 

b night: . 5 Hh 
Works left undone my conſcience did upbraid; 
And all was ill perform'd, and nothing right. 


+ The Law was our Scheol-mafter to bring un to 
Sona 1 © Gal, . 26. 


Cue r. 


To 
All weary and athirſt I preſs'd the ground; 
And almoſt wiſh'd life's frerful fever o'er: 
When, to my ears, a more than mortal ſound, 
Soft, ſtill, and ſweet, this heav'nly meſſage 
nh,, OT: eee 1 
Here, lab'rer, here for ever quench thy thirſt, 
No ſecond drauglit you need; ſufficient is the 
nn e e 07 Dy | 
4% 8 


Erect I ſtood, and ſtrait a rock I viewed, 
From whence a ſtream tranſlucid ſeem' d. to 
Already . my ſpirits half renew'd 
And deep I drank, for Oh! my thirſt was 
deep. 5 1 2 
What joy! Sine life the potent draught convey'd 
No tongue can utter, and no heart'conceive: 
Light felt my boſom; and, as man new- made, 
From this bleſs'd hour, I but began to live. 
All former years I wiſh'd to be forgot; 
For all my former acts were one continu'd blot. 


\ 


Now from a'neighb'ring mount deſcending down, 
Of Angel form, I ſaw a ſmiling, maid : - 
One hand a ſpunge, the other held a crown :. 
And now behold true Liberty,” ſhe faid, 
All your tranſgreſſions thus are wip'd away; 
And this your growing faith ſhall well re- 

ward; | 


The genius of this rack, thus bid me fay, 
„The Saviour of my life, my mighty Lord. 
He gave me free to rove along the plains : 
When death, and hell, my fees he bound in 
laſting Chains. 


Then 


(240 


„ | 1 
Then to my taſk, with giant ſtrength, I flew; 
And Liberty my. ſweet companion went : 
Care fled my breaſt, and toil a pleaſure grew; 
Light was the burden, and the yoke unbent. 

From Liberty I learnt new ſongs of praiſe, 
From. her each bliſsful moment to employ : 
Loud to the weſt, my voice ſhe bade me raiſe ; 

And wretches call to quaff immortal joy. 


„Here, lab rer, here for ever quench your 
thirſt; 


« No ſecond * you need ſufficient i is the 


firſt.“ 55 


| Lines ſuppoſed to be ſpoke by Biſhop Coenen fo 


his Son Vincent, as: be lay in bis Mother's 
W FOO: e 7310! 


W HAT I ſhall leave thee none can * 
Tet all ſhall ſay, I wiſh thee well. 

I wiſh' thee, Vin, beyond all wealth, 

Both bodily and ghoſtly healtn, 
Not too much means or wit come to thee, 
Too much of either will undo thee.--- 

I wiſh thee learning, not to ſhow, 
But truly to inſtruct and know ;, - 
Not ſuch as gentlemen require, 

To prate at table, or at fire. 

I wiſh © thee all thy mother's graces, 
Thy father's fortune and his places. 

I wiſh thee friends, and one at court, 
Net to build up, but to ſupport : | 


Pg 
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To keep thee not in doing many. + =» 
Oppreſſions, but from ſuff' ring any. : . 
I wiſh thee peace in all thy ways, 
Not lazy nor contentious days; s 
And vhen thy ſoul and body part, 

As innocent as now thou art. 


HaNnNan's, Seng, 1 Sam. C. 2. 


H OW ſoon gay ſcenes of wanton pleaſure 
cCloy! as | | * 


How ſhort. is bliſs, and how precarious joy! 
Who truſts in fortune's ſmiles, , will find them 
We Eee? . 
For ſmootheſt tranſports, menace ſharpeſt 
MODS ; 54 gr at 5 a 
While thoſe who groan beneath the weight of 
Seek help from Heaven, and find relief in 
E 8 
Nor this the pious Hannah vain. believ'd; 
Her woes are paſt, her ſorrows are reliev'd. 
Her prayers are granted, and a ſon is givin ; 
A Prophet's born, the miniſter of heav'n! . .. 
About her heart the boundleſs tranſports roll, 
And thus to Gob ſhe pours forth, all her ſoul. 
To thee, . great Gop, ſuperlatively bleft, 
+ I'll ſing; for thou haſt given thy ſervant 
| reſt. 1 PO. 
© Sing to the Loxp triumphant and ſupreme ! 
* He . firſt and laſt my tribute ſong ſhall 


claim, 
| « His 
: 


6260 


is name and glories with delight Il] raiſe, 
« And to my death, be ſounding of his praiſe. 


* Vain throng, ye ſons of inſolence and pride; 
No more the ways of providence deride ; 
In his juſt balance all the deeds are laid, 


© Your pond'rous fins, your lighteſt virtues 


weigh'd : 
© 'The heroes, dreaded once, are overthrown ; 


“ Their bows are broke, their armour uſeleſs 


rown yy. K n 
The ſoul, with want and penury oppreſt, 
“ Through thee, great Gobp, with dainties hath 
,, 55 
© While ſlaves to waſteful luxury and eaſe, 
«© With forrow find their ample ſtores decreaſe, 


And thro' thy power the barren *womb hath 


. borne, 


* Her happy board a numerous race adorn: 
60 1 O barren, for new births prepare, 


« 
If life we gain, and tread in paths of þlils, 
* That life is Gop's, and all that joy is his, 
Or if to death we, plunge, prerc'd through 


* 


with woes, 


* His mighty hand alike, theſe pains beſtows FT; 


* Whether we live or die, or rife or fall, 
«© *Tis Gop alone who guides and governs all! 


The juſt ſhall live fupported by his arm, 


„Unhurt by danger, and ſecure from harm. 


„But from his hand the flaves of vice ſhall 


$64 ſhare, 
64 Dread ſcenes of death f of horror and deſpair. 


Oh hapleſs ſouls ! referv*d for woes to come, 


% When Gov ſhall judge, and fix the eternal 
* | | 
| bag Whoſe 


ile ſhe prolific once, no more ſhall bear. 


"_ 


« | 


m1 


In 


Fi 
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% Whoſe - name immortal ſhall be ſpread 
abroad, 
« And vond' ring workls adore the eternal 


GoDb. 
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A Hyun of: PRAISE, 
By the Rev. Mr. Watkinſon. 


O N thee, each morning, O my Go” 
My waking thoughts attend, 

In whale are founded all my hopes : 
In whom my wiſhes end. 


My ſoul in pleaſing wonder loft, 
Thy boundleſs love ſurveys, 
And, fred with grateful zeal prepares 
Her ſacrifice of praiſe. 


Thou lead'ft me thro' the maze of ſleep; 
And bring'ſt me ſafe to light, 

And, with the ſame paternal care, 
Conducts my ſteps till night. 


When ev 'ning ſlumbers preſs my eyes, 
With thy protection bleſt, 
In peace and fafety I commit | | 
My wearied limbs to reſt. 4 


My ſpirit in thy hands, fecure, 
Fears no approaching ill, 

For whether waking or aſlee 
Thou, Eoxp, art with me ſtill, 


D 2 TR 5 What 


What fit return, can'ſt thou, my ſoul. 


(28) 


Make to Almighty power 
For ſo much goodneſs, ſo much love! 
Such mercies !—every hour 


PII daily to th' aſtoniſh'd world 

His wondrous acts proclaim ; 

Acts! that will move each grateful heart 
With me to bleſs his name. 


At morn, and noon, and night will I 
The growing work purſue, 
And him alone will praiſe, to whom 

All praiſe alone i is due. 


dees 5 
An Epitaph on a | SAILOR. 


Tu O' vows winds and raging waves, 
| Have toſt me to and fro, | 
Ih ſpight of both by Gop's decree, 
I harbour here below: 


Where at an anchor I do ride, 
With many of our fleet: 
Wet once again I ſhall ſet ſai}, 
Our Admiral CHRIST to meet. 


Eee 


Inſeri * for a onion | 


H ITH ER: retire, and leave behind | 


Gtim care, corroder of the mind; 


| Yon beechen grove, and verdant hill, 


Yon daſied vale and murm'ring till Invite 


«as 


Invite you to the rural ſcene, „ 
Where lodges ſweet content the Qu een, | 


Health blooming Diyad; deigns to trend 
At morn, at eve, acroſs the mead; 

While temperance walks at carly Nen 
Over the dew-beſpangled lan: 
And both their chearful carols fing, | 
Reſponſive to fair nature 8 king: 


Haſte fron the Ci ity, haſte away, 
Here paſs ſerene the Summer's day, 
Among green ſhades and woody bowers, 


And beds o' erſpread with ſhrubs and flowers, 8 


Hither retire, and leave behind 
Grim care corroder of the mind, 


22 7 H * A VE v. 


Ne O vital bread, no cordial wine 0 


Shall ſtore the board or bowl; 
Th' eſſential pow'r of life divine iN 
Exiſts in every * 


No pomp of wealth, no N enbt veſt, 
The ſons of Heaven demand, 

In uncreated glory dreſt, | 
By. Gor s Almighty hand. 


In vain with him its feeble blaze 

Would human pomp diſplay, 
Whoſe aſpect dims the ſolar rays, 

Whoſe ſmile is endleſs day. 


There | 


2 
a ws wy - oe 
= 


(40) 
There dwells repoſe, that knows no pain, 
And joy's eternal tide : 


- 


Oh! haſte that Heaven of bliſs to gain, | 
Tis folly all beſide. b | 


An Epic Poem. By Mr. Vol rAaIRE. 


| Th E royal palm is fall'n t! and in his ffead, 
A tender ſcion rears its blooming head. 
Protect him Heav'n! beneath his growing ſhade 
May Britain find each ſalutary aid ! 

Conduct him, Mentor, in the paths of truth; 
With mildeſt manners eultivate his youth; 

Ia fuſe ſuch virtues in his ductile mind, 

As make a Prince the darling of mankind. 
Happy Britannia, hail his gentle ſway, 

And baſk, triumphaat in the blaze of day! 
Science and ev'ry art with liberal hand 
Cheriſh'd by him, ſhall bleſs thy fav'rite land. 
See! commerce; beckon thee from ev'ry ſhore, 
And at thy feet her golden treaſures pour. 
Avaunt fell diſcord and the God of war! 
Minerva's olive be thy future care. 


 $00000600080265 
Epitaph on a young Lady who died in Child- bed. 


Ir e' er thy boſom ſwell'd with grief ſincere, 

View this ſad ſnrine, and pour the pitying tear, 

Here T—n lies, in whom all charms combin'd, | 
All that c'es grac'd, or dignify'd her kind. ; 


| | Farewell 
1 Seorge 2d. Obiit Oltober 25, 1760, tat 76. 


„ | 

Farewell bright pattern of unblemiſh'd youth, 

Of mildeſt merit, modefty and-truth!  _ | 

Death ſnatch'd thy ſweetneſs in.the genial hour, 

uſt when thy ſtem put forth it's infant flower; 

Still blooms the tender flower; as oft we ſce, 
Fair branches budding from the lifelels tree. 


DISTRESS: 
Wu E RE ſhall the perſecuted fly ? 


No ſuccour, no relief is nigh : 3 
Around me low'r the ſhades of night; 
No more ſhall I behold the light? 255 


| | 2 3 
Unpitied, unſuſtain'd, oppreſt, 
| On every fide at once diſtreſt, 
All fly from my contagious woes, 
And ſorrow's waves upon me cloſe. _ 


Help, Heav'n! in thi my utmeſt need; 
On thee my earneſt hope is ſtay'd; 
Let innocence at laſt ſucceed, . 

And be thou preſent to my aid! 


On hurtful malice juſtly flown, 
And ſuffering virtue's cauſe alert, 
By vice, inſulting, trampled down; 
The threatn'd danger, oh avert ! 


5 
But ſee ! at length reviving joy, 
. Tho” long protracted makes return! 
Thus flowly, in the clouded ſky, 85 
And, lingering, breaks the chearful mora ! 
* "BP 
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My fears are o'er: my dark e 

Which rack'd my over burden'd breaſt ; 
Is fled, with every haunting x | | 
And left my foul becalm'd in reſt. 


So ſtalking ghoſts, at dawning light 
Poſt ſwiftly to their native night. 2 


HOOK 


Os the Love of Cantor. 


* 
V. 


IDST various mercies APY exalted ſhine, X 
And loudly ſpeak their origin divine, 

Is there one law that animates the whole, 
Warms the full heart, and pierces to the ſoul 7 
Which every fear can from the breaſt remove, 
And flaſh conviction on the doubting? Love; 
Love, powerful law, can every joy impart; | 
Pierce to the ſoul, and warm the raptur'd heart. 
O while my ſong purſues this love of thine, 
Make it, my Saviouk, like the theme divine! 
While thus, I bow the heart, and bend the 
Wee l 
And look with ardent love, my God to thee, , 
Fill my wrapt ſoul, poſſeſs my longing - breaſt, 

Be thou my Gob, my Father, and my gueſt. . 

E' er the great Fiat gave the world its birth, 
Smooth'd the clear Ky, or form'd the _ 

Earth, 

Love is, and ſhall be (wonder md adore "© Ea 

When worlds ſhall fall, and time ſhall be no 


mor CE, 
This 


( 33) 
This bright perfection of th' eternal mind, 
Strikes thro? all nature; and to none canfin'd, 
Bright as the Sun, its generous courſe it runs, 
And finds the meaneſt of earth's humble ſons. 
Here how redemption ſtrikes the mental ſight - 
In a full blaze, and Majeſty of light! _ 

I See the ſcene !— th' expiring Gop I ſee ! 
Behold, he dies! — and oh! he dies for me 
This, this is love; your ſongs, ye Angels, join 
Ye Angels, wonder at this love divine; 

Oh, could my ſoul each glowing thought im- 
! 

Like you I'd worſhip, and like yeu I'd love. 
Why points the Deiſt to the hero's death, 

Careleſs of life, and prodigal of breath? 
What tho' midſt warring crouds his life he ends, 
And dies to fave his country and his friends ? 
Behold this Lord of life, what love he ſhews! 
He dies for all, he ſuffers for his foes. | 

Here while on Earth what a&s of love he 

__ _ wrought! RED 8 
»Twas love he practis'd, as twas love he taught. 
Hear the great Lord of all, his orders give, 
And teach admiring legions how to live. 

While wond' ring crouds the heavenly word 

admire, | 5 
Hang on his lips and catch the ſacred fire; 

This ardent throng, oh ! let me humble join, 
Imbibe each accent, make each precept mine. 
Deep in my heart ſow ey'ry heav'n-born thought, 
And ftrive to practice what my Saviour taught : 

** Shou'd mean diſdain, or inſolence of pride, 
% Vex thee with curſes, or with ſcoffs deride ; 
„ Shou'd thy fierce foe with never-ceaſing ſtrife, 
Fix deep the wound, and perſecute thy life, 

E he 


Vet then, even the 


[ 343 : 

t en — oh, hear the heavenly 
found. !— 8 tj 
% Blefs while they curſe, forgive them while they 
wound ; | $ 


„ For them with ardor to thy Gop repair, 
For them pour forth the fervent-ſoul in pray- 
Fas: - Aa 1 


Can Tat this my eager praiſe with-hold ? 


Hear this, ye deaf, ye blind in heart behold !— 
Oh, inexhauſted love! oh, boundleſs theme 

at flows for ever, one unruffled ſtream ! 
Thy wid'ning proſpects, endleſs lengths I ſee : 
I look, adore, and loſe myſelf in thee. | 


Do thou, my SaviouR, LoRD of life and love, 


Hear my Faint voice, oh hear it, and * 


To thee my lab'ring ſoul can only raiſe, ? 


Imperfe& thoughts, and more imperfect praiſe. 
At fight of thee her pow'rs diſſolve away, 
And faint ben. ith th' intolerable day. 


Oh, fill my ſoul, my Gop, with love of thee, 


Bright, holy, laſting, ardent let it be, 

Give me for man a generous love like thine, 
Long may it laſt, and perfect may it ſhine, 
Until that day when thou art pleaſ'd to call 
Me, unto thee, my Saviouk and my-all. 


ONO 
A Conſolatory . Epiſtle to a Friend in Aflidion. 


| W H EN thus affliction's hand diſturbs your 


reſt, 


And with deep ſorrow fills your heaving breaſt ; 


r Hot grim death hath ſlain your conftant 
riend, | 5 1 
Receive the comfort that the muſe can ſend. 


He 


659 


He ell! the guſtiing tears his fate en 

He went to God, yet coſt his friend a groan. — 
Ah, but ſhallſenvious groans his bliſs deplere, 
And mou him dead who wiſhes life no mere. 
Gop took him hence his faithful brow to crown, 
Took him to fill ſome rebel AngePs throne ! 
Again his much -lov'd form ſhall meet your 


When all the dead to judgment ſhall ariſe ? g 
Then mourn him not, but patient and refigh” % 
Support your ſorrow with 2 manly mind. 
Perhaps (as the great pow'r cer magny our 
good) | 
The 1 — hath brought you. to. aurſelf, and 
OD 


Preparing you to tread deaths gloomy way,” | 
And ſee your Sa viovx at the judgment &. 
Then moderate your grief, for grief is vain ! 
Nor ſighs, nor tears, can bring him back again. 
Nor can we boaſt Elijabs in our days, 

To ſave from death and from corruption raiſe. 
The pious Job each wordly bliſs had known, 
And ſaw ſucceſs his each endeavour 1 
When fickle fortune dealt the final blo cy, 
And all his neu built proſpects levell'd low; 

His hapleſs © ng met untimely fate; 
His riches 10 pomp, and all his Rate; 
His ſervants fell by the Chaldean ſwords, © 
His captive flocks ſubmitted to new lords. 

One flying r meſſenger eſcap'd to tell 

How the foes conquer'd, and his children fell; 
hen his ſubmiſſion thus the ſaint expreſt, 
Gop gave; Gop takes away; his name be 


bleſt. ? 2 2 


Thus 


(36) 


Thus bear the ſtroke, my friend, and thus reſign. 
To the kind chaſt'ning of the hand divine; 

Remember, CRRISST the path of ſuff ring trod, 
Rejoice, and follow pleas d the bleeding Go, 
THAT ETTETHS 


Lock'y in the arms of balmy fleep, 
From ev'ry care of day; 
As ſilent as the folded ſheep, 

And as ſecure I lay. 


Sudden, tremendous thunders roll; 
Quick light'nings round me glare; 
The ſolemn ſcene alarms my ſoul, 
And wakes my heart to fear. 


What e'er O Loxp at this ſtill: hour, 
Theſe awful [ſounds portend, 

Whether ſole enſigns of thy power, 
Or groans for nature's end; 


Grant me to bear with equal mind, 
Theſe tertors of the ſky; | 

For ever, as thou wilt reſign'd, 
Alike to live or die. 


If, wak'd by thy vindictive hand, 
This mighty tempeſt ſtirs; 

That peal, the voice of thy command, 
Theſe flames thy meſſengers: 


Welcome 


ne 
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Welcome the bolt, where e'er it fall, j 
Beneath the paſſing ſun; 

Thy righteous will determines all, 

And let that will be done, 


But if as nature's laws ordain, 


Nor deſtin' a by thy will, 
Each bolt exerts it's wide domain, 
Self- authoriz'd to > kill, 


Quick interpoſe, all gracioys Lord, 
In this remoi ſeleſs night; 
Ariſe and be alike ador'd, 


For mercy, as for might. 


Vouchſafe amidſt Hon time of dread, 


Thy ſuppliant's voice to hear; 


O Shield from harm each friendly head, 


And all my ſoul holds dear. 


Let it not kill where riot foul, 


Pours forth the drunken eſt : 
Nor where the guilt envenom'd foul, 
Starts wild from troubled reſt, 


A while O ſpare theſe ſinſul breaſts, 


Whoſe deeds the night deform, 
Nor ſtrike where ſmiling virtue reſts, 
Unconſcious of the ſtorm. _ 


| Succour the couch where beauty lies, 


All pale with tender fear ; 
Where ſickneſs lifts its Janguid eyes z 
O pour thy comforts there! 


(360 


Thus bear the ſtroke, my friend, and thus reſign, 
To the kind chaſt' ning of the hand divine ; 

Remember, Cur1sT'the path of ſuff ring trod, 
Rejoice, and follow pleas'd the bleeding Gop, 


f 
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OC EKD in the arms of balmy fleep, 
From ev'ry care of day; 


As ſilent as the folded ſheep, 
And as ſecure II lay. 


Sudden, tremendous thunders roll; 


Quick light'nipgs round me glare, 
The ſolemn ſcene alarms my ſoul, 


And wakes my heart to fear. 


What e' er O Lox at this ſtill hour, 
Theſe awful ſounds portend, 
Whether ſole enſigus of thy power, 
3 ou for nature's end: 


Grant me to bear: Sith ogual mind, 
Theſe terrors of the ſky; 

For ever, as thou wilt reſign'd, 
Alike to live or die. 


If, wak'd by thy vindictive hand, 
This mighty tempeſt ſtirs; _ 

That peal, the voice of thy command, 
Theſe flames thy meſſengers : 


Welcome 


( 


Welcome the bolt, where e' er it ful, it 
Beneath the paſſing ſun; 531 | 

Thy righteous will determines all, 

And let that will be done. 


But if as nature's laws ordain, 
Nor deſtin- d by thy will, 
Each bolt exerts it's wide domain, 

Self-authoriz d to Kill, | 


Quick interpoſe, all gracious Lond, 
In this remoi ſeleſs night; 
Ariſe, and be alike ador'd, 


For mercy, as for might. 


| Vouchſafe amidſt this time of FI) 
Thy ſuppliant's voice to hear ; 

O Shield from harm each friendly head, 
And all my ſoul holds dear. 


Let it not kill where riot foul, 
| Pours forth the drunken jeſt: 
Nor where the guilt envenom'd foul, 
Starts wild from troubled reſt. 


A while O ſpare theſe ſinful breaſts, 
Whoſe deeds the night deform, 

Nor ſtrike where ſmiling virtue reſts, 
Unconſcious of the ſtorm. 


8 the couch where beauty lies, 
All pale with tender fear; 

Where ſickneſs lifts its Janguid eyes; 
0 pour thy comforts there! 


Well 


(38 


Well pleas'd, O Lox, each eye fhall ſee, | 
Thoſe final thunders hurlfd, | 

And mark with joy, for love of r 

; That flaſh which melts the world, 


| — | 
A Midnight Thought, Addreſſed 1 a Friend. 


H ARK! how the lone departing hour, 
Sounds it's deep knell and is no more; 
"Tis gone — now awful noon of night, 
Has quench'd theiroſy beams of light. 
Hail ! to thy ſhades than welcome gloom; 
Come meek-ey'd meditation, come]! 
Wake from thy couch celeſtial maid, _ 
And all thy brightening ſplendors ſpread, 
Whilſt u bor 8 HI reigns, | 
And re all its powers regains, 
The a s- changes in peace return, 
No cares perplex, po paſſions burn, — 
Come then etherial gueſt divine, 
Come fo this filent watch is thine! 
Since haſtening hours that give us birth, 
Lead on to ſleep, from ſleep to death; 
Whilſt anxious Wala hatch their ſchemes, 
Aſleep, awake, purſuę their dreams; | 
Let thy ſtill voice, compofe the mind, 
All cares be huſh'd, the will reſign' d; 
Till mild content and joy ſerene, 
With peacefy] ſlumbers cloſe the ſcene. 
Shou'd death or morning next appear, 
Be thou (O hleſt companion !) near, 
To calm life's laſt uncertain date, 
And {mooth the Tigid brow of fate. 
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* As thus the moments bring us on, 
To that eternal ſtate unknown! 
So, as this ſpan of life we ſpend, 
Calm reſt, or anguiſh, wait its end. 

If thoughtleſs how the moments ity, 
Whilſt poſting to eternity. 
Then as the day laid waſte and gone, 
When flow and fad the night comes on; 
So life's uncertain circuit run, 

Thick vapours cloud its ſetting ſun 
Eternal ſleep concludes the hour, | 
A ſleep from whence we wake no more, 
No more to be what we have been, 
No more to ſee what we have ſeen. 

Happy like you,—my. happy friend! 
Who theſe laſt ſolemn truths attend, 
Whoſe conſcious breaſt with rapture glows, 
Whilſt Angels watch his ſafe repoſe; 
Who-conſecrates his own abode, 

With evening incenſe to his Goo; 

Has no eternal curſe to fear ; | 
The mind at reſt, the conſcience clear, 
In downy ſlumbers ſee him lie, ä 
Prepar'd to live, prepar'd to die.— 

How bleſt! the boſom ſo inſpir' d, 

How happy when from crowds retir'd, 
When day's wide buftling ſcene is clos'd, 
And its wild tumults lie compos'd Hy 
How happy when thoſe toils are done, 
In peace to meet. himſelf alone; | 
When grateful ſilence awes his mind, 
And every thought's to Heaven reſign'd 
Thought is the embaſſy of Heaven, 
Reaſon's propitious blefling given; 


* 


By 


Should ru 
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By which we trace the realms above, 
And (like the Angels praiſe and love; 


What trackleſs height but thought may ſoar, 


What region can it not explore; 
Unſeen, unknown to mortal eye, 
It dreads no Scout, nor fears a Spy : 
Can brighten life's laſt cloſing ſcene, 
And ſhine a Paradiſe within! 


Whilft ſullen guilt, and wrathful pride, 

From theſe ſtill moments ſeek to hide, 
To noiſe and crowd their votaries run, 
And every due reflection ſhun, 

Leſt they ſhould find themſelves undone; ; 

Leſt penſive dread, or thorny care, 

Dire frenz - wild, or black deſpair, 
impetuous on the mind 

When conſcience will not reſt confin'd; 

To ſuch (devoted ſons of earth) 

A pauſe brings pain, to think is death : 

Ever regardleſs and 1 15 | 
To what eternal powers deſi 
They yawn out time—then Tus forgot, 
To life a'blank, in death a blot. 

Such dreadful ſtate, - his heart muſt own, 
Who fears to meet himſeif alone; 
From guile to guile, he flies for aid, 
For ever by himſelf betray'd. 

In vain the luring wiles decoy, 
Man ! from thyſelf thou canſt not fly , 
In vain thy own frail powers oppoſe, 
The fatal train of human woes : 

Thy pleaſures only lull the pain, 
When ceas'd, the fiends appear again. 
It Happineſs thou roam'ſt to find, 

Tis center'd 1 in a will reſign'd! 


Then 


a 


Then all is bleſt thy wiſhes'crave, -  - 

All's peace and, comfort to thy grave! | | 
How vainly then thy wiſhes ſtray, - 

What empty ſhew thy hopes betray ; » - 

How fruitleſs thus to ſeek it gere. 

To ſport with life, and death ſo near! 

Thus when this loneſome darkning n 

Shall warn us to the ſilent tomb, 

The preſent modes of life will ſeem, 

All— all a dk 1 — * a dream 1 


4 SUND A 1 ο 


G RE AT Gon! ! who from my early youth, 
Haſt form'd me by thy ſacred truth, 

Still guide me in thy righteous way, ' - 
Nor let me from thy precepts ſtray : 4 
With dangers I'm encompaſs'd round, 

And walk upon deceitful ground. 

The world allures, the ſenſe invites, 

And promiſes unknown delights : 

How can I pleaſure's tide withſtand, 

Unleſs ſupported by thine hand ? 

Preſerve unſtain'd my innocence, 

Or elſe in mercy call me hence! PIG & - 
Oh may thy ſpirit, heav'nly gueſt. 1 
With love divine inflame my dreaſt; A” 
Oh may he there for ever dwell, 

And all tumultuous paſſions vell. 
As when the ſun, with cheerful ray, : 
Pours on the world a flood of day, 

The ſtars no more ſalute the ſight, 

But all withdraw 1 tvisklüng light ; 
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So where the Paraclete inſpires, 
His joys, they chaſe all low defires. 
I aſk not'pleafure, wealth, or pow'r, 
_ Thoſe tinſs] pageants of an hour 
This my ſole wiſh — may Iſtill aim, 
While life informs this brittle frame, 
Smootſily my ſtated courſe to run, 
And vice, the ſource of ſorrow, ſhun : 
Let me each day, improve my mind; 
And ever reliſh joys refin d! 
With fervour ſerye my Gon on Earth: 
And when, mature for heav'nly birth, | 
And with thy Saints prepar'd to rein, 
Quit this frail body without pain!  * 
At that dread hour, by thy command. 
May ſome kind Angel ready ftand, T7 
My new-born ſpirit to convey, | 
To the fair realms of end leſs day, 
Where, with thy Saints I may adore; 
Thee mighty Loxp for ever more. 


MMM ee 
A Morning, H IAN. 
70 the DrI rv. 


Wurms from the eaſt, the radiant Sun, | 


His rapid courſe, begins to run, 
And to the earth convey; 
Congenial rays of heat and light, 
That diſſipate the ſhades of night, 
And form auſpicious Day. 


Exulting 


* This is actemedated to tho yulgar mode of ſpeaking 
tho not Philoſophical, | 


Adorn the beauteous, fertile plain, 


* Af. © 2 To 
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Erultiec my:cbed Lriſe of 0 
Where balmy ſlumbers clos d mine eyes, g 
And eas'd my penſive breaſt; * 
Tho! fancy ſtill, (capricious maidꝰ 
Thro' ſcenes of joy, or terror ſtray d, 
By reaſon now ſuppreſs d. * 


To thee, I lift my grateful heart. 

Whoſe fov' reign care, and. wondrous art, 
(Omniſcient Gop! and King!) 

Extend o'er Nature's vaſt domain, | 

And ſhew thy juſt, benignan t reign, lh 
From whom all bleſſings ſpring. 


Whilſt o'er the rural ſeen I range,, 

And mark the ſeaſons as they change, - 
From ſpring to winter dear; 

When Summer's fruit, or Autumn's. grain, | 


And variegate the Tear. FAQ. 


View flocks and herds; in every vale, 
Select their food, their ſenſe regale, 
With verdant herbs and flowers, 
Which deck the furface of the cond 
Ard to the Solar beams _— 
Their vegetative powers. 10; I | 


From whenee the Lark with toning w | 
Aſcending thro'-the'Ether, ſinge L » 
Her modulating lay: 
Sy mphonious withithe. woodland choir 
Performing early, due — | 
In vocal ſongs. af praiſe. 
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To which compar'd how vain th' eſſay, 
Of mimic art, that charms the * 0 
Their province to invade 
When at the Opera, or the Ball, 
Their ſtrains in conſort, riſe and fall, 
Or ſwell the ſerenade: 


By inſtinct taught, theſe far exc e, 
And in melodious accents tell, 
Thy goodneſs to mine ear 
Skill'd ev'ry paſſion to controul, 
To ſooth and harmonize the Soul, 
Or elevate, and cheat. 


Whilſt round dispers'd the orazing. herd. 

Their voices raiſe, as if prefer'd, 50 
In homage to the ſkies 

In due return for all thy care, 

Which thus provides their daily ſhare, 
Of bleſſings and ſupplies. © 


Upbraiding all the human race, 
Who their ſuperior-pow'rs debt, 

By ſloth or luxury: | 
And ne'er the: ſacred SI how. | 
Which in the ſoul redundant flow, 

From grateful piety, » ©: 


That zeſt of bliſs | — enjoy'd by few, 
But thoſe who wiſdom's paths 7670061 
With philoſophic aim 
Which no deluſive hope inſpires, | 1 
Reſtrains the paſſiom, and del, : 
And fans devotion's flame. 
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Long as I tread the mortal ſtage, 

Pl! ſtudious ſearch it's hallow'd page; 

The knowledge to obtain, 

Of thoſe primordial, happy laws, 

Ordain'd by thee, the fov'reign cauſe, 
Connection to maintain. 4 


Content whilſt thus by thee! idu-d, 
With prudence, health, and fortitude ; 
And reaſon to reſtrain, | 
Thoſe ſanguine paſſions, which produce, 
Of all thy  bleflings the abuſe, 
And conſequential pain. 


Still as it's lore, my mind directs, 
From error ſhields, from vice protects; 
Exiſtence Pl improve, 
By acts of moral excellence, 
Deduc'd from thy benevolence, 

And univerſal love. 


Inform'd each day with notions juſt, 
Thy guardian providence I'll truſt; 
Since its indulgent plan, 
Has made each part with ſkill divine, * 
Subſervient to thy main deſign. 
The N of men. 


With joy and rapture oontemplate, 
The ties and duties of each ſtate, 

Whence juſtice, truth, and right; 
Support the ſocial intercourſe, 1 
And raiſe the ſoul, to thee, the ſource 
Of pleaſure and delight. 
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An Hymn for CHRISTMAS Day. 


8 IN G JeHovan! . "RAS 5 


Offspring of the Virgin's womb ! 
Ev'ry age and ſex adore, 


Love ſupreme and boundleſs pow'r. 


In triumphant ſhouts. of praiſe, 
All at once your voices raiſe, 
All in harmony conſpire, 

Full and perfect be the choir, 


Sons of LE vi, lead the band, i 
Quickly rouſe each ſlumb' ring land;  * 
On the ſilver trumpets (well, 
Tidings of falvation tell. 


Tender youths, and virgins fair, 
Hallelujahs all prepare ; 
With the ſ(oftly warbling flute, 


Join the ſweetly founding lute. 


Happy ſouls advanc'd in grace, "7 
Louder chant JzHov an's praiſe, 
Wake the harp thro” ew'ry ſtring, 

To the high tun'd cymbal ſing. 


Hark, the pedling organ's voice | 
All with one accord rejoice | 
All, in chearful, happy union cry, 
Glory be to Gos: on high! Ur 
AUGUR's 
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INaulgent heav'n has plac'd my lot, 
In the moſt happy human Ws. | 

Above the poor neglected wretch, 
Below the ever-anxious great. 


Deſpiſing thoſe miſtaken joys, 
The high, the mighty ſeem to have, 
I pity him, who's doom'd to be 
The ſlave of every fawhiug {lave. 


f 


O Bounteous fate 1— I nothing want, 
Which craving nature can require: 

Jr Hov an praiſe for what he gives, 
And check the rage of wild deſire. 


When factious broilg divide the realm, 
And party force or fraud prevails, 


ober me the ruſhing ruin flies, 
While it the low' ring Gtcat afſails ! 


Contented with my lowly lot, 
At no one's titles Lrepine; h ity 
Nor think myſelf leſs bleſt than he 
Whoſe hoarded wealth-1 is more e than mine. 


8888888888 Se | 


The third Chapter of Habbakuk, paraphrafed, 
By Jonx Ocixvix, 4. M. 


W RAP T in the blaze of bright ſurrounding 
flame, 

From Paren's lofty brow th Almighty came: 
All Heav'n with terror view'd his riſing frown, 


J dazzling eyes with living ſplendor ſhone, 
Blaz' d 
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Blaz d the blue arch, tio eternal portals glo-w-! 


. mountain bow'd and groan'd be- 

ow | L | 

A Troop of ohaſtly ohantoms ſtrode before, 

Blue- blaſting plague, and war that floats in 
gore, 

Loud fury roaring with camulinous cries, 

And frantic pain that tears her burning eyes : 

Revenge, that boils like ſome tormenting flood; 

Grief that conſumes, and rage that weeps in 
blood. ; 

On Judab's broad domain he caſt his view; 

His eyes, all radiant piercing as he flew ! 

Then mark'd its bound, and. with one ftern 
command, _ 

Th' affrighted nations ſhook, and ſwept them 
from the land. 

Then Heav'n-bred terror ſeiz'd on ev'ry ſoul, 

And rock'd the lab'ring earth from pole to pole, 

Creation totter'd at the dreadful found : 


Groan'd all the hills ! and burſt. the ſolid | 


ground! _ 
The ſweeping winds each tow'ring mountain 
bear, 
Full on their wings, and biel them in the air, 
On Cuſban's tents he aim'd a fatal blow, 
And Midian trembled at th' Almighty foe. 


He call'd the deep: — its es . Fares 
obey; 


Th' aſtoniſh'd flood rolls back to make him 


way! 141 


Whence roſe his i Ire ? did ere the flood CPA AY | 


I'ts Gop ? or rag'd' his fury on the ſeas? , 
When Iſrael's wond' ring hoſts Jebovab led, 
Why ſhrunk the back ward rivers to their head i ? 


Why 


tp OD» TA TASHHO C2 


Fad effi wi 
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Why roar'd the ocean from its inmoſt caves? 
What arm reprefPd, and froze the boilirig 
„ re 
O'er its broad boſom heav'ns Eternal rode, 
The waves divide before th* advancing Gop ! 
In heaps the cleaving billows lay o'erthrown. 
He eee courſe, and touch'd them into 
. Tone! | ' ey ont ut att T 
Lo! where he comes I deſcending from afar, 
In all the pomp of deſolating war! e 
His cloudy brow with frowning vengeance 
; low'rs, E PEI : 14.00 5K 
And burſting round the forky thunder roars. 
See his red arm unſheaths the ſhining ſpear, 
The glitt'ring blade hangs naked in the air! 
It rends the rock : — from all its guſhing veins, 
A u deluge burſt, and pours along the 
Plains. | = y 


. 


Hark he commands: — obedient to his will, 
The pale moon quakes ; th* arreſted ſun ſtands$ 
Ts. I 5 | 
Earth hears and ſhakes, devou mY tempeſts riſe, 
Thick clouds and whirtwinds blacken all the 
ſkies; 3 3 
Tremble the poles! — in wild confuſion thrown, 
Sink the ſteep hills ! — th' Eternal mountains 
groan, | 17 


What dire portents' my wond'ring foul af- 
— fright, 8 wo OS” 
What ſcenes of terror ſwim before my ſight : 

ES | See 
| $ The Author is ſenfibie that there may appear ſome im- 


Proprieties in this ſentiment, as it is ſeemingly repugnant of 
the Syſtem of Copernicus, ts 
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See mighty Babylon (ſo Heay'n ordains,) __ 
The ſcourge of Gop, ſtalks wildly o'er the 


plains! 


Sweeps like ſome ſwelling flood our hoſts. away, 


Or, ſwift as hight'ning, ſprings, and r the 
| Prey. 
Yet fear not, Iſrael, at his dreadful ire, 
Thou fav'rite child of Heav'n's exalted fire! 
What tho” pale rage in her triumphant car, 


Drives o'er thy fields, and ſounds the blaſt of 


war | 


What tho” thy warriors load the purple plain! 


Tho? bellowing ſlaughter ſtrides o'er heaps of 
ſlain, 
Tho? horror numbs thy ſenſe, and freezes 
_ev'ry vein! | 


Tis thus thy Gop makes boaſted might ſubſide, 


Thus ſpurns his foes, and bends the — of 
pride; 

Yet know theſe wounds avenging juſtice gave, 

Stern ire impell'd, but mercy meant to ſave; 

Triumphant mercy ! that exalts the low, 


Sighs o'er the oppreſs'd, and melts at human 


woe! 
Wipes ev'ry tear, bids pining anguiſh ceaſe, 


And pours o'er all the healing balm of pease. 


But ſee once more th' intrepid victor near! 
The ſhouts of battle thunder on my ear; 


Mark, mark yon n throng! — tis * 


flies, 
Groans, noiſe, deſpair and tumults rend the 
ſkies. 
I faint; o'erpow'r'd beneath the whelming flood, 
Wild numbing grief congeals my werten blood: 
J ſee, 


\ 


I ſee, I ſhudder at th' approaching train 
My lips too quiver with convulſive pain: 
Fix'd dumb with horror at this dreadful blow, 
I ſtand, —a ſpeechleſs monument of woe 


Yet Mighty God! be all my powers refign'd ! 
And thine each nobler hope that warms rhe 
mind. old led. 3 ali 
Then tho* no more to crown the peaſants toil, 
The bleeding olive ſtream with ſacred oil; 
Tho' figs no more their leafy tendrils join, 
Tho' ſcorching lightning blaſt the budding vine: 
Tho! the rough ſteed lie panting on the plain, 
Nor weave th' autumnal fields with golden 
grain : Toad acc : DB: 
Yet ſhall my ſoul thy wond'rous grace pro- 
claim, wn rote De 7 pe 
Yet this fond heart ſhall triumph in thy name, 
When 789 the earth thou wav'ſt th' avenging 
rod, . l 24d | 
When nature trembles at an angry Goo: 
When the bold breaſt with terror not its own, .. 
Shakes at thy voice, and withers at thy frown ; 
Then by no ſtorms diſmay'd, nor fears depreſt, 
In thee my foul ſhall find perpetual 'reſt 3” 
O'er me ſecure thy. hov/ring wings ſhall ſpread, 
And ſleep's mild opiate bleſs my peaceful head. 


* o 
* * 0 1 - F 


* 
« 
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An EVENING PIECE. 
| N Worrr. 


— 


W HII. I yet the radiant Lok D' of lehr, 
Streaks o'er the weſtern {ky, a 

While yet beſide the ruſhy ſtream,” 
He caſts his parting eee: 

Shall we, CLxzoRA, tread the vale, 

And liſten to the dying R 
Or walk the foreft ſawn? 

Where ſide by fide in many à row, 

With tranſport bounds the nible doe, 
And trips the dapper fawn ? 


Or ſhall we ſtand by yonder N 
And view the minnows play? 

Mark how the little firiny fry, 
Purſue their liquid way. 

Play on, 'ye hartnleſs race, play on, 

Soon ſhall your thread of life be ſpun, 1 
And all your paſtime oer; 

To morrow brings your certain —_ :.. 

The ſchool- boy bold the fatal bait, Nor 
And then ye ſport no more. a | 


Look upwards, love, and fre the mo 
On Ether's boſom float; 

What traniport to the ear conveys, 
IJ he muſic of his note 

Alott he ioars his airy way, 

And to tie ebbing tide of day, 


Expands - 
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Expands his ſpeckled breaſt: | 
His farewell ſtrain a while he ſings, ALY 


Then flutters his reſplendent wings, Þ Pl 


And drops into his neſt. 


Sunk is the ſun, and glows. the ſky, » - 
Wich his refracted rays, | 
The beautiful horizon round, 
Looks one continued blaze 75 5 
Till the rich colouring fades away, 
Nor leaves one remnant of the day, 
Still leſs'ning by degrees. | 
Then night puts on her ſable frown, 
Advances with her viſage brown, 
And rules o'er earth and ſeas. 


So like the evening of the day, 
Our tranſient lives decline: 
When pale-ey'd death diſplays his flag 
Frail nature muſt reſign ! | 
This tax of life we all muſt pay, 
*Tis folly then and weak diſmay, 
To murmur or complain: 
For like the ſetting of the ſun, 
When all the ſand of life i is run, 
Wy kak to riſe again. 


1 
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The Prayer of CLleAnNTHES,. 4 Store Pluliſs 


pher, to the Supreme GOD. acne by 
Dr. BowDEN. | 


G REAT Father of the es whoſe bound- 

leſs ſway, 

Both Gods above, and worlds below obey, - 

Thy laws ſuſtain the univerſal frame, 

Various thy titles, but thy pow'r the ſame. 

. Nail, Sovereign Joe! ! all nations ſhall, addreſs, 

Their longs, to thee; who gave them tongues to 

bleſs. © 

Behold thy Inks grov'ling on the earth, 

Faint echoes of thy voice, which gave us birth : 

Then will I reflect thy praiſes ſtill, 

And ſing the wonders of Almighty fkill. 

The wide expanſe of yon etherial plain, 

Ard all below, is ſubject to thy reign. 

The forked light” nings, which, with double 
Sie, 

Sublimely wave, and linger in the air, 

From thy dread arm with pointed fury fly,. 

And, ting'd, with tuddy vengeance, ſweep the 
ky, 


The ray "vine o'er all the frame preſides,” 
Glows in the ſun, and in the ocean glides. 
From thee each atom of creation ſprings; 
Hail ! great ſupport of all inferior things ! 
The orbs above, and floating ſeas below; 
Move by thy laws, and by tny influence flow ; | 
All, rang'd in order, know their deftin'd place, 
All but the mad degen' rate human race : 

But thou can'ſt order from confuſion bring, 
Bid peace from diſcord, good from evil ſpring 
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And when all nature frowns, and nations jar, 
Set calms in ſtorms, and harmony in war. 
Great Jove ſo juſtly fram'd the earthly ball, 
That univerſal good reſults from all; 
While common ſenſe {till ſhines with certain 
ray, | | 3 i | 
And thro the ſeeming maze points out the way, 
Yet thoughtleſs men, to this bleſt convoy 
\. hm. | v7 
Court the blind dictates of a reſtleſs mind; 
Perverſely fly the univerſal ligt, 
And the ſweet voice of heav'nly reaſon ſlight. 
Unhappy men ! who toil-and hunt for bliſs, 
But the plain road of ſacred wiſdom mils : 

Led by this conſtant, this unerring guide, 
Thro' flow'ry paths, man's life would ſmoothly 
. M 

But urg 0 by paſſion, heedleſs we purſue, 

The firſt mad pleaſures that invite the view. 
Some avarice and ſordid taſte inſpire, 
Ambition ſome, and fame's ungovern'd fire; 
Soft lux'ry ſome, and Cyprian charms delight, 
While all ruſh forward to the heav'n in fight. 


But thou, who thund'reft in the vault above, 
Correct theſe vain deſires, O bounteous_Jove ! 
Let God-like reaſon in our boſoms dwell, 

And from weak minds this lunacy expell; 

A Ray of wiſdom on our ſouls beſtow,  . 

By which thou rul'ſt all nature's ſcenes below: 
Then with devgtion fir'd, we'll hail thee King, 
And in eternal ſongs, thy wonders ſing. 

No greater good can men or gods attend, 
Than at thy throne with proſtrate hearts te 


bend. | LF 
4 A Hymn 
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A Hymn to ReyBNTANCE. 


| #: TB Goddeſs of the tearful eye, 
With ſolemn ſtep, demure, and flow, 
Thy full heart-heaving many a ſigh, 
And clouds of ſadneſs on thy brow ; 
O come, with aſhes ſprent, in fackcloath dreft, 
And wing thy. piteous eh: and beat thy 
plaintive breaſt. 


Such was thy form, O heaven de tendea maid, 
When at her deareſt Saviou's feet, 
Bedew'd with tears, and odours ſweet, 

Poor Magdalen, repentant, wept, and ed: 
She wept, and fwiftly to the ſky 
The ſteam, like hallow'd incenſe roſe; 
When lo her fins of ſcarlet dye 
Grew white as wool, or mountain-ſnows : 

The morning ſtars with; joy triumphant rang! 

And all the ſons of Gop their loud Hoſannas 

ſang ! 


Come, then, my W thy aid 1 impart, 
O'er all my foul thy balm diffuſe, 
And ſoften with thy fleecy dews 
Of penitential tears, my ſtubborn heart: 
Teach me to ſearch with honeſt ſkill 
The wounds that wrankle in my breaft, 
To curb my luſts, correct my will, 
And chuſe, and cleave to what is ben; 
Teach me to urge, with never- ceaſing care, 
The force of holy vows, and never ceaſing 


pray'r. 


= O come 
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Oh come, my Magdalen, but leave behind, 
Leave far behind, thy frightful train 

Grim penance, with an iron chain, 

Wont his gall'd legs at ſtated hours to bind: 
A barefoot Monk the fiend appears, | 
With ſcourge in hand, and beads, and book, 
His cheeks are furrow-worn with tears, 

ä Sunk are his eyes, and lean his look : 

O wretched fools, beguiling and \beguil'd, 

Can 2. f pleas'd to ſee his image thus de- 

de | | 


Drive too away that wild LiftraQted FJ 
Enthuſiaſm, and that foul fiend, 
Remorſe, that loves his heart to rend, 

And ſting himſelf to death with ſcorpion ſpite: 
But chief that tyrant of che ſoul, 

That curſed man bf hell, deſpair ; 
See, ſee his hvid eye-balls roll, 
What cankred teeth, what griſly . 8 

Anguiſh, _ trembling fear his conſcience 

uai | 

And al hell's damned ghoſts the Quieking 

wretch affail! 


O Fly with ſuch Ds forms as hate. 
And ſeek the weary wakeful bed, 
Where the pale murderer is laid, 

A Ghaſtly prey to horror and diſeaſe : 
Or where th' oppreſſor voids his breath, 
Deaf to the widow's bleeding cries; 
Or from a boſom black as death, 
The plunderer of his country ſighs j 


H | Where 


(38) 


Where libertines. expire, and athieſts lie, . 
 Harrow'd with doubts and fears, and curſe their - 
Gov, and die kk Ti 
See, worn with pain aL orents;"e once ſo gay . 
The pow'rs 15 nature are at ſtrife, ** 
And the dim waſted lamp of life, 

Juſt feebly lifts an intermittent ray. | O 
Oh mad, oh worſe than mad to leave, / 
To the ſhort mercies of an hour, 8 
Eternal joys! — what would he give, Pre 
What thouſand worlds, if in his pow'r, 

For time miſpent, to watch, to faſt, to pray, E 
And waſh with contrite tears his ſhenanti ſins I 
away ? | 12 7 
Poor wretch, in vain! — before his franticeyes, 1 
Th' inexorable tyrant ſtands, | Emm 
And arm'd with ſcorpions in their hands; 
The fury-terrors of his conſcience riſe! 
What agonizing pangs he feels! Fro 
What tortures! — what convulſive throes ! ' 
O Fall, ye mountains, fall, ye hills, E 
Preſerve and hide him from his woes = 
Have Ay heavin! — thy ſuccours Irzu, Th. 
ring, 
Re- triumph o'er the grave, and draw death's E 
poignant ſting ! | 5 
Save me, what ſhrieks! — and is there no faint i 
X00; | 
No glimm'ring from that light ſerene, = 


That gilds death's melancholy ſcene, 
And guides the ſoul on her eternal way ? 


- Hark, 


(59). 


Hark, the laſt pang ! he faints! he dies! 
His ſpirit burſteth forth, and fhiv* ring pale, 
To ſome black horrible manſon flies, 
Till nature's wreek, till from the ſhrive?d 
ſkies, : 
The laſt dread trump ſhall call, ye dead! ! 
wake, ariſe!” 


O Come betimes, ſweet oinitentia pow'r, 
And from ſuch ſoul-diftraQting care, 
Such chilling horrors of deſpair, 
Preſerve me; ſhield me, at death's trying | 
hour! . 
From guilt of black enormous dye, 
My breaſt is free; I ne'er betray'd, 
A Virgin's eaſy faith; no murd'rous lie, 
In ſecret whiſpers have convey'd, 
Nor with the muſe's ever- living ſtore, 
Embalm'd the carrion corpſe of * or pride, 
or pow 4+ 8 


From truth's trait path, and vietye's thorny 
way, 
Have wand' ring meteor's falſe, and vain, | 
The glare of honour or of gain, 
Thro' — and danger drawn my os: 2- 
Have [rejected reaſon's aid, | 
And giv'n to head long luſts the rein? 
Or prone beneath the myrtle ſhade, 
Of indolence and pleaſure lain? 
Have I the tribute of a tear deny'd, 
When want unheard had wept, and injur'd or- 
Phans cry'd ? 


(6009 
Good Heav'n forbid ! — Vet ſtill withio my 
ſoul, 

Some leprous ſpots of guilt remain : : 

Oh could I cleanſe each groſſer ſtain, 
In Jordan's tide, or Siloa's healing pool! 

Fond thought! — more ſalutary pow'rs, 

In ſorrowꝰs ſwelling ſtream reſide, 

Than Siloa's pool, at ftated hours, 5 

Could boaſt, or Jordan's cleanſing tide : 
This from the ſoul ſharp humours can repel, 


Cure ey'ry feſt'ring wound, and RW dread 
ftorments quell. 


CEL IL TELLS 
A C OO D AD 7 e E. 


T RU 8 T Gop, diſtruſt is ſelf, do god; 
and pray, 

Indulge not, nor ambitious cheughts obey, . 

Hear much, ſpeak little, ſecrets neter repeat, 

Be gentle, courteous, and revere the great. 

So when grim death, ſhall call you hence, 

Your ſoul ſhall feaſt on Jo ys immenſe. 


02002056000 | 


H O W rare the piece, were heaven and na 
ture join, 
To frame a creature more than half divine. 
Tho' wit and beauty's mingled graces meet, 
Virtue and breeding muſt the work creat; 
1 


5 
Mild unaffected ſoftneſs let her wear, 
Gay, without noiſe, nor ſtray beyond her ſphere. 
Tho! rich in ſcience; and in arts refin'd. N 
Yet truly feminate in form and mind: 
But ſince for ſafety and defence, we on, 
Some male endowments ſhould her virtues 


7 


Crown, 
Let dauntleſs fortitude, and ſtrength of ſoul, 
Preſerve, enoble, and adorn, the whole. 


The Power of IN NO GI Ne. 
4 True Story. 


HEN firſt the nuptials ſtate we prove, 
We live the happy life of love; 
But when familiar charms, no more, 
Inſpire the bliſs they gave before, 
Each leſs delighting, leſs is lov'd, 
Firſt this, then that, is diſapprov'd; 
Complacence flies, neglect ſucceeds, 
Neglect diſdain and hatred breeds. 
'T was: thus a pair, who long time proy'd, 
The joys to love tad be belov'd ; 
At length fell out for trifling things, 
From trifling, anger moſtly ſprings. 
The wiſh to pleaſe forſook each breaſt, 
Love's throne by baſeleſs rage poſſeſſ d, 
Reſolv'd to part, they'd meet no more; 
Enough — the chariot's at the door. 
The manſion was my Lady's own; 
Sir John reſolv'd to live in town ; 


Writings 


(62) 
Writings were drawn, each cauſe agreed ; 
Both vow'd they'd ne'er recall the deed. 
The Chariot waits, why this delay ? 
The ſequel ſhall the cauſe diſplay. 
One Ln Girl the Lady bore, 
Dear pledge of joys ſhe taſtes no more: 
The Father's, Mother's, darling, ſhe 
Now liſp'd and prattled on each knee. 
Sir Jobn, when riſing to depart, 
Turn'd to the darling of his heart, 
And cry'd, with ardour in his eye, 
Come, Bei, bid Mama good-by.“ 

The Lady, trembling, ek No, — 
Go kits Papa, my Bet/y, go; 
„The Child ſhall live with — ſhe cry'd, 

* The child ſhall chuſe,” Sir John reply'd : 

Poor Bet look'd at each by turns, 

And each the ſtarting tear diſcerns. 

My Lady aſks, with doubt and fear, 

Will you not live with me, my dear | 

Tes, half refolv'd, reply'd the child, 

And, half ſuppreſs'd her tears, ſhe mild. 

« Come Betſy, (cry'd Sir Jobn) you'll go, 

« And live with dear Papa, I know.” 

Yes, Bet ſy cry*d. — the Lady then, 

Addreſs'd the wond'ring child again. 

„The time to live with both is o'er, 

* This day we part to meet no more: 

„ Chuſe then” — here grief oerflow'd her 
breaft, ; 

And tears burſt out, too long fupprefe'd : 

The child, who tears and chiding join d, 

Suppos' d Papa diſpleas'd, unkind, 

And try'd — all her little ſkill, 

To ſooth his oft relenting will. Ph 


| (63) 

«Do (ery'd the liſper,) Papy ! do 
Love dear Mama! — Mama loves you!” 
Subdu' d, the ſource of manly pride, 
No more his looks his heart bely'd; 
The tender tranſport forc'd it's way; 
They both confeſs d each other's ſway 
And prompted by the ſocial ſmart, 
Breaſt ruſh'd to breaſt, and heart to heart: 
Each claſp'd their Betſy o'er and o'er, 
And Tom drove empty from the door. 

Ye that have paſſions for a tear, 

Give nature vent, and drop it hear. 


I MORNING HYMN. 


. 


1 


Aw AK E my ſoul, and with the fun, 


Thy daily ſtage of duty run: 
Shake off dull floth, and early riſe, 
To pay thy morning ſacrifice, | 
2 | 
| Redeem thy miſſ pent moments paſt, 
Live this day, as if *twere thy laſt : 
Thy talents to improve take care; 


- *Gainſt the great day, thyſelf prepare. 


Let all 90 converſe be ſincere, 
Thy conſcience, as the noon-day, clear; 
For God's all- ſeeing eye ſurveys 
Thy ſecret 2 thy works, and ways 
Wak, 


( 64.) 


Wake, and lift up thyſelf, my heart; 
And with the Angels bear thy part; 
Who all night long unwearied ſing, 
High glory to th' eternal King. 


I Wake, I wake, ye heav'nly choir; _ 
May your devotion me inſpire: © 
That I like you, niy age may ſpend; _ 
Like you, may on my God attend. 


May I like you, in God delight; 

Have all day long my Gop in ſight; 

Perform, like you, my maker's will; 
O! May I never more do ill. 


i 25 
Glory to thee, who ſafe haſt kept, 
And haſt refreſh'd me whilſt I ſlept; 
Grant, Lox Dp, when I from death ſhall 
wake, 


i May of endleſs life partake. 
| ah 


Lord, I my vows to thee renew; 
Scatter my ſins as morning de,; 
Guard my firſt ſpring of thought and will, 
And with thyſelf my ſpirit fill. 


* ; 9 | | | 
Direct, controul, ſuggeſt this day, 
All I deſign, or do, or ſay; | 


That all my pow'rs, with all their might, 
Come 


Ih thy ſole glory may unite. 


C65) 


Come unto me, all ye that labour, Ge. Mat rr, 28. 
| By the Rev, Mr. MERRICK. 


y To, me, Ye ſons of ſorrow come, | 
© That o'er life's rugged road, 
© With weary ſtep uncertain roam, 


* And bend beneath your load. 


” Come, take my yoke, and learn of me; 
“% For I am meek of mind: | 
« Come, and your ſoul, from error free, 
708 The reſt it ſeeks ſhall find.? 


such was the voice of him who ſpoke, 
As never man before: 

His burden light, and eaſy yoke, 
My ſoul ſhall ſhun no more. 


I Come : my pray 'r to thee addreſs'd, 
Whole lips the precept gave: 


Do thou, within my inmoſt breaſt, 
The heav'nly leſſon grave. 


So ſhall I learn, my deſtin'd race 
To run, with willing feet; 

 Unmov'd, as honour or diſgrace, 
In truth's defence, I meet, 


Humility, with meekneſs join'd, 
My exaltation ſee, 
And freedoms fulleſt meaſure find, 
Bleſs'd Lox p! in ſerving thee. 


ODE 
1 


(66) 


ODE w RELIGIO N. By J. Nic hol As. 


W HA T boots the glitt' ring turret's lofty 


top, ow” 
The ſplendid manſion's wide extended wall, 
Luxuriant banquets, or the downy bed? 
The time muſt come when thefe muſt periſh 
all. 


What tho? to ſate the vanity of man, 
A countleſs croud of menial ſlaves attend; 
A Moment's recollection muſt declare, 
Theſe tranſient joys will ſnortly have an end 


Are theſe then worthy of a chriſtian's thought ? 


No: to His view immortal joys expand; 
RRLIOGION opens to his wond'ring eyes, 
Thoſe realms where health-clad pleaſures ever 
ſtand. ; | 


Celeſtial guide! through thee, in humble pray'r, | 


We © lowly bend the ſupplicating knee: 
Thro' thy inſtructions, ſoar, in ardent praiſe, 
To Him, who reigns; thro! all eternity. 


View'd by thy gen? rous, zeal creation, yields, 
A Tenfold comfort to the mortal race. 


Th' enamel'd meads with purer luſtre ſhine, 


The green fields bloom with variegated grace. 


With thee e'en clay-built cottages can charm, 
Thee, and thy bleſs'd companion fair content; 

Without thee ſtands the ſtately dome in vain, 

In vain her coſtlieſt gifts hath nature ſent. 


0 Deign 


JE: + 


O Deign to warn thy youthful vot'ry's breaſt, 
With earneſt fervour and with Faith divine : 

Teach me in hymns of gratitude and love, 
The glorious train of heav'n-crown'd ſaints to 


join. „ Nl oy, 
e 
„ MR 


n 
With downcaſt eyes, that ever love 
Not with more crimſon hue, 

Looks the pure virgin rofe, 

Than does the bluth that vivifies her cheek; 
(The glowing emblem of her ſpotieſs mind :;) 

The tint, that nature gives, 

To innocence alone. 


8 E E where ſhe comes! tranſcending human 
the ground. 


Far other colour ſtains the face of guilt : 5 
Far other fluſhes her confuſion markæxk 
Than modeſty receives, 
From truth's immortal touch. 
The zone of chaſtity entwines her waiſt, _ 
And virtue's ſhade fits cloſe around her neck, 
„ 
Perfections ſo divine. 


Look up, ſweet maid! and with one aweful 
glance, 
Yon” publick harlot, impudence confound, 
That would confront thy ſtep, 
And blaſt the charms ſhe wants. 


I 2 Look 


(68) 
Look up! - — wit thou ſhall ſee the convert 
many. ff 5 
Beneath the ſun- bing of thy ſacred eye, 


And weep to touch the hem, 
Of thy Celeſtial ſtole. 


rer 
Epitaph on an INFANT. By a LADY. 


& Ho PEE years no pompous honours 
claim, | 


The vain parade of monumental fame, | 
To better praile the laſt great day ſhall rear, 
The ſpotleſs Innocence that Numbers here. wo 


$6444 4494 
An mo on the Great L UTH E 3 


| R o M E once ſubdued the world by war, 


By art the Pope cruſh'd her again : 
One Monk excells them both by far, 
For both were vanquiſh'd by his pen, 
Go now thou fabling Greece, and boaſt no 
longer, 


Alcides' club. — For Luther”s quill is ſtronger. 
ADYI C E 


ts 
ADVICE 70 4 SHEPHERD. 


Senn HERD, gen not wealth or pow'r Ts 
Let the fragrant woodbine bower, 
Let the hills, and vales, and trees, 
And the lonely cottige pleaſe : 

Can the gaudy, gilded room, 

Vie with fields in vernal bloom? 

Can Italian airs excell, 

Sweet melodious Philomel ? © 

Can the idle arts. of dreſs, 

Grace the lovely Shepherdeſs ? 
Happier ſhe in mean attire, 
Than the daughter of the ſquire! 
Midſt the ' City's tempting glare, 
Dwells diſeaſe and ſtrife, and care : 
Quit not then the rural fold, | 

Nor exchange 4 Peace for Gor. 


1 US REFLECTION. 


N OW. 0 my Gon ! 1 trembling *. 
The ſinful paths, I did purſue. | 

In which ſo haſtily Iran, 

Not thinking life is but a ſpan. 

That everlaſting bliſs or woe, . 
Depends, on what we do below. _ 


Oh! could I but once more ten 
My life. — No darling boſom ſin, 
Shou'd in my breaſt admittance find: 
Nor enter once my thoughtful mind. 


Dead 


(50) 
Dead to all worldly pleaſures 1 
Wou'd live: and hope in thee to die. 


Let all my ſins he, Lon forgiv'a! He. 
My name enroll'd with Saints in heav'n ! 
O May my Saviovr's blood atone, | 
For all the crimes. which I have done! 
No works I boaſt, ao merit claim, 

But ſue for mercy thro? his name. 


% 04+ 
The 7 0 C r of LIFE. 


W I. E thro' life Waden road 8 


I Will not want companions too: 

A Dreary Journey, and alone, 

Would be alas! too troubleſome ; 
1 But company that's choice and good, 

17 Makes trouble hardly underſtood, 

Poor toil divided ſeems to be, 

ig l | No toil but a Felicity. 


Therefore will I companions take, 
As well for care as ſafety's fake : + 
Fair truth ſhall ſerve me as a guide; 
Juſtice ſhall never leave my fide; 
Integrity my truſty guard! 

Nor will I caution quite diſcard : 
Experience ſhall my tutor be, 
Nor will I wiſer ſeem than he: 


Diſcretion all my thoughts ſhall ads: 
And modeſty my words convey : , | 


Soft 


(91) 
Soft innocence protect my ſleep, 
And charity my purſe ſhall keep, 


Thus thro? this wilderneſs Pll ſtray, 
Nor ever fear to loſe my way. 


The Sages ! ſome times will ſee, 

Be fometimes with the Muſes free ; 
With meditation often walk, 

Or with ſweet melancholy talk. 
With theſe companions dear PH ſport 
Nor heed the Journey, long or ſhort, 
So Health ſupply the Doctor's place, 
And for a Chaplain, I've Gop's grace. 


000559920060 


e fourteenth Ode of the ſecond Book of the Odes 
of Horace. Imitated'by BisHoe Kenn. 


OweT flies, dear friend, times tranſient wave, 
To diſembogue us in the grave; 

Fate bears an univerſal ſway, 

We moulder by degrees away ; | 

Even Saints; who moſt death's ſting defy, 

Yet, at their call to bliſs, muſt die, 


Sould we, to ſullen fate each day 
A hecatomb for off ring pay; 
We yet no pity ſhould excite, 
Even Og and Iſbbebenob's might, 
Whoſe looks. made armies quit the field 
Muſt to the King of terrors yield. 


— 


Poor ſlaves, with thoſe who ſcepters bore, 
They 


Sink huddled into native ore; 


(972) 


They, who war, ſhipwreck, plague, armee | 
In vain with death for maſtery ſtrive : | 
All pafs the gulf, and all muſt meet 

The beggar's, or the rich man's fate, 


This Paradiſe, my joy of life, 

þ Theſe pretty babes, this pleaſing wife, 

© Theſe plants, flow'rs, groves, which charm my 
4 eyes, | 

| I muſt forſake at death's ſurpriae: | £259 
Cypreſs, alone, will with me ſtay _ 

To ſhrowd its ſhort-hv'd maſter” s clay. 


— — » 


| Yet death in vain exerts its might, 

N To rob me of one dear delight; 

of: Sweet muſic and devoted ſong 

J hope to perfect and prolong; 

While I with heavenly. minſtrelſy, 
Shall hymn the Co-harmonious Three! 


1 


O! while we breathe this fleeting air, 
May we for endleſs life prepare; 
To love divine continue chaſte, 
All its ſweet effluences taſte; 
Till at the ſource, when going hence, 
We drink our fill of joy immenſe! 


* 


M nr Or rrl 
A Paſteral Hymn by JosEPH App150x, Eg. 


T HE Lord my paſture ſhall prepare, 
And feed me with a Shepherd's care: 
His preſence ſhall my wants ſupply, 
And guard me with a watchful eye: 


O53) Z 
My noon-day walks he fhalf attend, 
And all my midnight hours defend. _— | 


When in the ſultry glebe T faint, 
Or on the thirſty mountain pant, 
To fertile vales and dewy meads, _ 
My weary, wand' ring fteps he leads; 
Where peaceful rivers, foft and flow, 
Amid the verdant landſkip low. _ 


Though in the Me 2 of death I tread, 
With gloomy horrors overſpread, 
My ſteadfaſt heart ſhall fear no ill, 

For thou, O Lord, art with me ſtill, 

Thy friendly crook ſhall give me aid. 

And guide me through the dreadful ſhade. 


1 117 

Though in a bare and d way, 

Through 9 lonely wilds I PF : 
Thy bounty ſhall my pains beguile 

The barren wilderneſs ſhalt ſmile, _— 

With ſudden green and herbage' crown'd, 

And ſtreams ſhall murmur all around. 


by — 
0 * 
0 


7 HAPPINESS 


Tarr Godded fair, by Monarchs fought, 


Yet not beyond the peaſant's thought, 
To thee I ſue : O tell me where, 


Thou dwe]VR, -in:this our lower ſphere ! 


Whether amidſt Norwegian ſnows, 
Where raging * fiercely blows; 


Or 


The tott'ring frame of 2 life, : 


From every frown may draw a joy, 


i = Nor 


(174) 


Or fair Bermuda's Summer iſles, 
Where nature puts on conſtant ſmiles : 
The lowly cot or cavern hour, V 
Or Hermit's ſecret moſs-grown floor: 
Where' er thou art, I'd fix my cot, 
Heedleſs if by the world forgot: 

Or whate er place, whatever food, 
Arabia's dreary ſolitude, 

Will bloſſom as a garden fair, 

And peace ben mine if thou art there, 


On SICKNE 88. and DE 4 . f. 


H E N ſickneſs ſhakes the languid date, 
Each darling pleaſure flies; 
Phantoms of bliſs no more obſcure 
Our faſcinated eyes. 


Then the tremendous arm of death, 
It's fatal ſcepter ſneẽWs, 

And nature faints beneath the weight, 
Of complicated woes ! 


Shall crumble into duſt; © 
Nature ſhall faint — but learn my foul, 
On nature's Gop to truſt, 


„ „„ 


The man, whole pious heart is fix'd, 
On that all-gracious G,, ' 


And kiſs the cs rod, 


(750 
Nor him ſhall death itſelf alarm ; 
On J asus he relies; 


With pleaſure views a a 8 love, WY 
At with Vomp dies.” | balw ri 


7 0 77 7 N 7 A E | 9 5 5 
i By "Mr. Worry. 5 det, 


HAT! thot thou mt in ſable man- | 
tle clad, 
Vet Winter art chou aunt to my eye. | 
Thee here I hail, tho! terrors round thee wait, 
And winds ternpeſtuous howl along the ſky. / 


But ſhall I then ſo ſoon format the days, 5 
When Ceres led me thro' her wheaten 
mines; „ 
When — pluck'd. me with his tawny 
Emp cluſters 2 ambroſial vines! 


So ſoon forget, ben 1 the yielding pole, - 
I Saw aſcend the filver-bearded hop : 
When Summer waving high her crown of hay, 
Pour'd o'er we mead 855 odorif rous A h 
* 10 
I Muft 198 * and thee too O Spring! . 
Tho? many a chaplet thou haſt wav'd for me. 
For now prepar d to quit tk enchanting ſcenes, 
Cold, weeping Winter! I come all to thee. 


K 2 Hail 


* 


1 1 
Hail to thy collins clouds, 3 2 133 ö 
Tho they deform fair nature's lovely face. 
Hail to thy winds, that ſweep along the earth! 
Tho' trees _ root up from their ſolid baſe. 


| | 0 Oe 5 
How ſicklied over * the fie of things! 
Where is the ſpice-kiſs of the ſouthern gale! 
Where the wild roſe, that fnul'd upon the thorn, | 
The mountain flow” r, and wy of the vale | ! 


7 I 
How low tis to caſt tho eye around! 's \ 
And view the Trees diſrob'd of ev'ry leaf | 
The velvet path grown —_ Ow clotting, 
| ſhow'rs 
And —_ field e erry eaf! | 
g * ; I 
How far more, gloomy o'er the fait beat heath, | 
Alone to travel in the dead of night! © 
No twinkling ſtar to gild the floor of Heaven 
No Moon to lend her * light: h 


# » 
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9; 
- To ſee the Latvia "Ee, its n ample then, 
Diſcern the wild waſte thro”-its liquid fre, 
To hear the Thunder rend the troubl'd Air, 
— Weis 1e and nature OUR expire. 21 | 


10 0 
And _ O Winter ! ! has thy poet ſoen, 3 
Thy face as ſmooth, and placid as the Spring, 
Has felt, with comfort felt the beam of Heav'n, ' 
And heard thy ti _ ung ar 


* 
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in 1 


Ce), 


* 
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What time the — 5 N . 1 
The long loſt, charms of nature to renew. 
When pearls of ice bedeck d the graſſy turf, 
And. tree · tops . in the ſilver dew. 


Father of Haven and Earth! this change is is 
thine. 5} 
By thee the Hakan io Sho FI — * 
Thou great Omniſeient ruler of the World! 
Thou Alpha and ee of che whole! 


Here humbly bow we 3 our — to thee! 
'Tis our's the voice of gratitude to raiſe, 

Thine to diffuſe thy bleſſings o'er the land; 
Thine to receive the incenſe of our . 

14 1 

Pure if it nice ſcom the wiki ist From 
With thee for ever does the.ſymbol live. 

Tho' ſmall for all thy love is man's return, 
Thou aſk'ſt no more, than he has * er to 

give. 


* 46th 
O D E wn. WEALTH, 


O W H ET H ER wi ith ions 3 
In meads and woods thou lov*ft to dwell, 
In noiſy, Merchant cronded towns, ' 0 
Or in the tæmp'rate Brachman's cell; n 
Who, from the fides of Ganges fruitful good! 1 
Wet with ſweet dews collects his * food ! 8 


In 
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(73) 
In Bath, or in Montpellier's plains, 
Or rich Bermuda's balmy iſle, 


Or the cold north, whoſe fur-clad: ſwains, + 


Ne'er ſaw the purple Autumn ſmile. 


Who, over Alps of ſnow, and deſarts 3 
By twinkling ſtar-light drive the flying deer 1 


O Lovely queen of rhirth and eaſe, 
Whom abſent, beauty, | banquet, win e, 
Wit, muſie, pomp, nor ſcience pleaſe, - 
And Kings, on ivory couches pine! 
Nature s kind nurſe, to whom, by gracious | 
| Heav'n, | 


To ſooth the pangs of toilſome life * Lis giv n 


To aid a languid weetch repair, 1 7 05 
Let pale-ey'd grief thy preſence fly, 
The reſtleſs demon gloomy care, 
And meagre melancholy; die; | 
Drive to ſome lonely rock the giant pain, 
And bind him howling with a triple — 3 


O Come, reſtore my aching ſight, 
Yet-let me not on Laura gaze, 
Soon muſt I quit that dear delight, 
O'erpower'd with beauty's piercing rays: . 
Support my feeble feet, and largely ſhed 
The oil of gladneſs on my fainting yu * 


. 


How nearly had. my ſpirit paſt, 


Till ſtopt by Metcalf's ſkilful hand, 


To death's dark regions wide and waſte, 


And the dark river's mournful ſand, 
Or to thoſe yales of joy, and meadows bleſt, 
Where Sages, Heroes, Patriots, Poets, reft ! 


Where 


Where Maro and Mu us ſit, 
L iſt'ning to Milton 's loftier ſong, 
With ſacred, filent wonder ſmit; 
While Monarch of the tuneful throng, 
Homer in rapture, throws his trumpet down. 
And to the Briton gives his amaranthine crown, 


Gt E. Chloe, yonder glowing bed, IA 15 


Where that fair roſe erects her head: 
Behold her now, how gay ſne blooms! 
But Time the ſweeteſt things conſumes. 


| 2 * 

That roſe will quickly fade away, 27 
And all her brighteft charms decay : . F 
Her honours ſoon in duſt muſt lie, 
With all yon flow' ry family. 


So, Chloe, muſt the Gireſt face, 
Soon loſe each bright attractive grace: 
Be virtue then thy aim below, 
She will;ſuperior charms beſtow. 


4 | 
For what are ſhapes and colours bright, 
And each gay object of the fight, 

To a fair mind, which ſtrives to ſhine ' 
In truth, and virtue's rays divine? 


| 5 
If lovely virtue rule your Soul, 
And every vicious thought controul: 
If ne“ er in Pleaſure's paths you go. 
Where poiſ nous weeds and brambles grow. . 


(79) Bs - 


0500 


5 ; 
IF her deftridtive clime OPIN 

And flouriſh under virtue's ſan , oy. 

Fou, faireſt flower, wilt bloom on high be 

Unfadivg through ne? e dit 


. 22 H run. 
By Bp. Kr uu, 


My Gov, now I from Nleep awake, 
The ole poffefſion of me take 
From midnight terrors me ſecure, 

And guard my heart from thoughts impure. 


Bleſs'd Angels, while we fitent lie, 
You hallelujahs fing on high: 
Tou joyful hymn the ever bleſt, 
Before the Throne, and never reft. 


I, with your Choir celeſtial join 

In offering up a Hymn divine; 
Wich you, in Heaven, I hope to dwell, 
And bid the Night and World farewell. 


My Soul, when J ſhake off this duſt, - 
LosD, in thy arms, I will entruſt; 
O make me thy peculiar eare, 
Some manſion for my ſoul prepare. 


O may I always ready, ſtand, . 
With my lamp burning in my band! 
May I, in fight of Heaven, rejaice, 
When' er I hear the: Bridegroom's voice; 


— 
7 ? 
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All 
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Al praile to thee, in light array'd, 
Who light thy dwelling: place haſt A 
A boundleſs Ocean of bright beams, oth 
From thy all- glorious God- head ſtreams. | : 


The ſun in its meridian height, 
Is very darkneſs in thy fight; 1 85 
My ſoul O! lighten and inflame, ft 
With thought and love of thy great name. 


Bleſs'd Jz8v, thou, on heaven intent, 
Whole nights haſt in devotion ſpent ; 
Burl, frail creature, ſoon am tir'd, 

And all my zeal is ſoon expir d. 


My ſoul, how iſt thou weary Stow, 
Of antedating bliſs below ; _ 

In facred hymns, and heavenly bye, 
Which will W be above. 


Shine on me, Lott b, new fife i impant, 

Freſh ardor kindle iu my heart; _ - 0 
One ray of thy all-quick'ning light, 
3 the ſloth and clouds of night. 


Lon D, feſt the tempter me ſarprize, 
Watch over thine own ſacrifice ; 
All loofe, all idle thoughts caft out, - 
And make * my very dreams devour. 


3 


(82) 
Monſ. BAREAUXS SONNET. 


7. ranſlated. by Mr, Mozzs: Nenn, Ve, * 
Onley. 


Pur 3 8 Gop,' art jſt 

Yet, bears thy love with guilty duſt ; | 

But me ! — ſuch matchleſs crimes debaſe ! 
Juſtice forbids to ſhew 1 grace. 


Yes — my. biack liſt of num'rous ſtains, 
Leaves me no choice but pœnal pains, 
Thy attributes my bliſs ape 35 

Mercy itſelf decrees my woes. 


3 
"Tis juſt ! thy glory claims it all, 
Theſe very tears offenſive fall, 
I own thy vengeful rigours due — _ 
Strike — with thy bolts, this miſcreant thro, - 


Strike ! if thine all- I eye, 
Can that, that ſingle fin deſcry, _ 
Which He, who my whole debt did pay, : 
Shed not his blood ro waſh away. | 


HOO SON SOAR 5 
A Prayer for the KING. By a Tach, 


1 O 1H o U, from — all blefling ſprings, 
Dread Loxp of LorDs, and KinG of KinGs, 
'Attend thy humble ſuppliant's pray r, 

And make our ſov' reign George thy care. 


iy FP), wet 


Thou 


8830 5 aa» of 
Thou who on David's ſon didſt pour, | 
Of royal gifts ſuch plenteous ſtore z 


To our young, Solomon impart, > +4 7 5 
Each wiſh of his enlarged heart. 


As he thy glory ſeeks, may hhe 
Through all his life that glory ſee, 
In rays reflected, darting down, 5 


A double luſtre on his crown. | 
May righteouſneſs enjoin'd by him, : 
Flow down as with a mighty ſtream, , 


SubjeCting to his high. command, |, . 
The utmoſt borders of our land. ER LD 
His princely virtues charm'd, we ſee 
Rip'ning to full-maturity ; 1e 
Shedding around their vernal bloom, 

Sweet as Arabia's rich perfu mne. 
May all his foes his vengeance feel,.. ©. 
Turn from his breaſt the murd'ring ſteel n 

May his brave troops be undiſmay d. 
Be thou O Lok p, his conſtant aid. 


— 
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Begin thy moſt exalted lays, 
Let muſic's 'ev'ry pow'r conſpire + 
To echo out th' Atmtcnty's boundleſs 
praiſe, 5 e 

2 Alluding to the Proclamation. ; 
ws L 2 | Hence 


A WAKE, awake, my ſilent lyre, 


9 
. 
* 
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Hence all ye tranſitory joys, - 
Baniſh'd for ever from my Wer! 5 
Begone ye glitt'ring gilded toys, 


night, 


And fink. deep down in n ſhades of endlefs 


Deluded ah ! too much 175 % 
T've ſought your faithleſs n too n 
But now a loftier theme purſue, 


The Logp, the Lonp; of hoſts employs my | 


ſong 


What tho? to ſpoil my innocence, 
M,ͤyriads of enemies combine, 
The LoxD will be my great defence, 


Blaft their vain hopes, _ fruſtrate their de- | 


fign. 8 


The wretch, while fortune's fo laſt, 
May glut himſelf with vain delight. 
But when thoſe flatt'ri ſmiles are paſt, 
His cheartul Our. hal 


Not ſo the righteous : though the ſkies 


Look black, and threat ning billows roar, 
On Gov, his rock, he ſtill relies, 


Certain the impending ſtorm. will ſoon be 


o'er. 


Thus whilft indulg'd by vernal gales, _ 

The common trees their branches — 

But ſoon as winter's cold prevails, | 
They loſe the ſhort wha honours head. 


But 


85 in dalle Rahe 5 


B. 
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(%) 
But the fam'd laurel's virgin boughs, . 


A Conftant verdure ever boaſt, „ 
Flouriſh when hid in deepeſt ſnows, 


And 1 che ratt ling hail, * To 


ATE. 


With alt it's pompous vanity > 
And what are riches, deareſt Lox, ' | 
as; with heav * joy, . with 
ee? 


Without thy favour. whae is 1 29 
And what are fields of endleſs nieht? 
That is our burden full of grief, 
And N are r but Berg ſhapes of 
night. 


— 
, 


My ſoul grows tix'd of all valine 
And glows with a celeſtial "151M 

Weary of earth it longs to go, 7 
And viſit thoſe. bright | on _ een 


came. 


There ſnall it ever tell hat fame; anna doth 
And ſing a joyful Jubilee, op 
There meditate upon thy name, 0 
Ad ſpend — in praifing thee. | 


N | A THOUGHT . 


686) 


4 THOUGHT. in CHUR en. 


L If 

W HEN t hallow'd airs TE thro! . v 

peopled iſle, R 

And ſwelling organs fill the ſacred pile: 7. 
When the ſoul riſes on devotions wings, 

And, Seraph-like, the un. both. 0 and Fi 


fings, $1999 IT'S. > FRFIIL 1 | l 22 


Imagine then Jehovah from his throne, 
Inclines his ear, and baws propitious down; 
Regards his vot'ries with delighted eyes, 
And gon t' een the nete bee. 


* 


FARE WELL. the NM, O R ee | 


OR L D th thou real cheat ! ] 
Oft have thy deceitful charms, a. 
Fill'd my heart with fond conceit, 
Fooliſh hopes and falſe alarms, 
Now I ſee as clear as day * 
How thy lollies Paſs away. N 


Vain thy entertaining ſights, 
Falſe thy promiſes renew d, 
All the pomp of thy delghts, 
Does but flat ter and delude ; 
Thee I quit for Heav'n above, 
Objecl of the nobleſt love. 


f Farewell 


(#7) 


F arewell honour's s empty pride ! q 
Thy own nice uncertain guſt, 
If the leſt miſchance betide , 
Lays thee lower than the duſt-; 1 i 
Wordly honours end in gall, ph 
Riſe to-day, Wc fall. 


oe 


587 be 
(ans : 4 4 Hy 
Fooliſh vanity. Galt oy | 
More inconſtant than the ware, 
Where thy ſoothing fancies dwell, 
Pureſt tempers they depra ve 
He, to whom I fly from ther. 


TY 


Jesvs Cnkisr, ſhall ſet me free. | 


Never ſhall my a STAKE Rte 
Follow after fleeting toys, 
Since in Gop alone I find, 
Solid and ſubſtantial joys ; 
Joys t that never overpaſt, 
hro? eternity bs laſt, 


Lord how happy 0 a A 
After thee while it aſpires, 
True and faithful as thou art, 
Thou ſhalt anſwer it's deſires, 
It ſhall ſee the glorious ſcene, . 
Of * everlaſting reign. 


—_ — 


(38) 
The FIRE $7DE. dh Dr. corre. 


De AR Cre, white "* buſy ad” 


hs vain, the wealthy, and the proud, 


In folly's maze ad vance , 
Tho- ſingularity and pride, 5 
Be call'd. our choice, we'll nep aſide, - 
Nor j Join the Saua dance. 


From the gay world. we'll oft retire, 
To our own family and fire, 

Where love our hours employs ; ; 
No noiſy neighbour enters here, 
No intermeddling ſtranger near, 

To ſpoil our heart- felt joys. 


If ſolid happineſs we price, 
Within our breaſt the jewel lies; 
And they are fools who roam: 
The world has nothing to beſtow, 
From our ownſelves the joys muſt flow, 
And that dear hat our home, | 


Of reſt was Notts dove bereft, 
When with impatient wing ſhe left, 
That ſafe retreat the Ark, 


. Giving her vain excurſion o'er, 
The difappointed bird once more, 


Explor'd the ſacred bark. 


Tho” fools ſpurn Hymen's gentle pow'rs, 
We who improve his "OO hours, 


(8%) 


By ſweet experience know, 
That marriage rightly underſtoad, 
Gives to the tender and the good., 

A Paradiſe below, 


Our babes ſhall richeſt comfort bring, 
If tutor'd right, they'll prove a ſpring, __ 
Whence pleafures ever riſes © 
We'll form their minds with ſtudiotib care, 
To all that's manly, good, or fair, 
And train them for the ſkies. - 


While they our wiſeſt hours engage, 
They'll joy our youth, ſupport our age, 
And crown our hoary hairs ; ns 
They'll grow in virtue ev'ry day, 
And thus our fondeſt loves repay, 
And recompenſe our cares. 


No borrow'd joys! they're all our own, 
White to the world we live unknown, 
Or by the world forgot : 
Monarch ! we envy not your ſtate. 
We look with pity on the great, 
And bleſs our humbler lot, 


Our portion 1s not large indeed, 

But then how little do we need, 
For nature's calls are few ; 

In this the art of living lies, 

To want no more than may ſuffice, 
And make that little do. 


To be reſign'd when ills betide, 
Patient, when favours are deny'd, 


M » 
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And pleas'd with favours giy'n : 
Dear Chloe, this is wiſdom's part, 
This is that incenſe of the heart, 

Whoſe fragrance ſmells to heav'n. 


We'll aſk no long protracted treat, 


(Since Winter's life is ſeldom ſweet ;) 
But when our feaſt is o'er, | 
Grateful from table we'll ariſe, 


Nor grudge our ſons with envious eyes 


'The relics of our ſtore. 20 


* 
Fr 


Thus hand in hand thro” life we'll go, 


It's chequer'd paths of joy and woe, 
With cautious foot-ſteps tread ; 
Quit its vain ſcenes without a tear, 


Without a trouble, or a fear. 


And mingle with the dead. 


While conſcience like a faithful friend, 

Shall thro' the gloomy vale attend, 
And chear our dying breath; 

Shall, when all other comforts ceaſe, 

Like a kind Angel whiſper peace, 

And ſmooth the bed of death. 


(91) 1 


S. GREGORY NAZIANZEN's Lamentation, 
for being baniſh'd from bis Church. By 
Biſhop TourNwe, 


B Y ſea and land ſtrange evils have I borne, 

By foes call'd friends, by wolves call'd ſhep- 
herds torn, 8 e 

But this the ſtrangeſt drowns my wat' ry eyes. 

To ſee our temple a burnt- ſacrifice: 

None, when Mount-Sion the proud 'Syrians 
took, 3 5 

None on their temple caſt a ſadder look ; 

Even for the Ark none fo their garments rent, 

Nor Jacoh ſo loſt Foſeph did lament : f 

No lioneſs ſo moan'd her young ones ſlain, 

Nor he whoſe lambs they flew could fo com- 

lain : | 

No bird fo wild whoſe neſt was torn away ; 

To ſee her unfledg'd offspring made a prey. 

As I thoſe ſacred ruins did deplore, | 

That ſinking pile repair'd but juſt before : 

Still as my heart and tongue remember thee, _ 

So let my Saviour ſtill remember me! 

Oft on my eye-lids when ſoft ſlumber falls, 

I View in viſion theſe once happy walls: 

An airy temple in my mind I rear, { 
Fancy the ſingers, and the virgin choir, 
People that pray, and ſtrangers that admire; j 
| Widow's and orphans, wanderers ſick and 
„ Poor, . 
While charity, fair matron, at the door, 
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Relieves their wants and {miling ſooths their 


cares, 


Bleſt in their joys, and happy in their prayers 


eee ar riots 


Fig PASTORAL... 
The SERV A N T. 
Lobbin. N 


| A H, Periget, my lad— why ſtand you bete g 


Thus leaning on your crook, and full of care. 
Come, doff your doublet — your beſt cloaths 
put on; 


Make hafte, or we ſhall find the ſport begun. 


Perigot. See Lobbin, what a numerous flock 
I keep, 
And ſee, how much the flies torment my ſheep : 
They gad about ſo much, that Tray and I, 
Have work enough all day to keep them nigh : 


And almoſt every minute, as you view, 


Look there — a plague | on chat old black-fac'd 
ewe, 

She always leads them wrong : — hark — fetch 
dem, Tray: 

I cannot keep them from the wheat to day, 

Would Ws, that harveſt-time but once were 


I Then n. me ſit at eaſe, and ſee them roam 
Tob. Poo, Shepherd, never mind, they do no 
harm. 


Or corn, or grals, tis all your maſter's farm: 
What. 


AS — 2 © 


» ed. 3; 7 hd 
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What matters which they cat ; come, 1050 them 
lad: | 
And let's together to Duke N. i lim s head 
Beſides the Hat at nine - pins, all who chooſe 
May run in ſacks, boy, for a pair of ſhoes, - 
Ne, neat kein, and weli-ogit d—but better 
ſtill. | | 
Our Szrry Dick has challeng'd Kenith Wal | 
To try a bout at fangle-ſtick they ſay: | 
Come, Perigot—what lad wou'd be away? 


Per. That lad, am Nee tho, as you can 
tell, 
But few at nine- pins Perigor excel: 
Tho“ well J love our Village ſports to ſhare 
The firſt at merriment, at wake or fair; 
My duty, Lelbin, do I better know, 
Than to forſake my charge, and idling go, 
At every call, without my maſter's leave, 
Waſting the moments, I can ne'er retrieve; 
And bringing home at 'night—the ſpend-thrift g 
part— | 


A Muddled head, ah difcontented heart, 


Lob. Rare maxims truly! and where got 

you theſe ? 

Preach to your ſheep, my boy, and talk to 
trees; 

Our ſhepherd lads will only laugh to hear ! 

A Maſter's intereſts to our ſports prefer |! 

That will not, Lobbin, ever : for I trow, 

They to our ſports ſuch preference will not 
 ſhew, 


Then, 


( 94 ) 


Then, be they pleaſ'd or not, III have my day, 


For if one will not do, another may. 


ee, Rare maxim too, may Porigat x re- 

turn; | 

They merit well each honeſt ſhepherd's ſeorn ! 

Remember, lad, a ſaying of your own, 

No moſs is oather'd by the rolling ſtone : 

So once you told me with a piteous face, 

When wand'ring up an id down from place to 
place, 

Your purſe was empty, and your cloaths were 
nought, 

And your vain heart was humbl'd as it + 

Now, fince at Argol's board you live fo well, 

Your naughty heart again begins to ſwell, 

But, ſwain, be careful, or too ſure you'll find, 

You ſow the billows, and will reap the, wind ! 


Lob, Something 1 . — for on my back [ 
bear, 
Cloaths full as good, as thou: didſt ever wear : 
My hat's as fine, my ſtockings are not worſe, 
And here, here's money, grey, beard in my 
| purſe ! 
So ceaſe your ſaws : to day's delights Pl ſhare, 
The doubtful morrow for itſelf may care 


Per. Ah, filly ſwain — and to the future 


blind, 

Sure ſome black Demon has poſleſs'd your 
mind ! 

For grant — which, Lobbin, ſtrangely I miſ- 
truſt, 


Your gains are honeſt, and your wages juſt; 


Yet | 


(95) 

Yet what you boaſt is all that you poſſeſs; 
And how you long to make this little leſs ! 
But Lobbin, think, from ſervice if diſmiſt, 
Where will you live, and how will you ſubſiſt? 
Will the old landlord at that ſame Duke's head, 
Who courts your money now, then give you 

bread ? * ee 
No, no be ſure, he'Il turn you from his door, 
When once he finds you pennyleſs and poor, 
Or, if by ſickneſs to your bed confin'd, 
What ſecret anguiſh will oppreſs your mind, 
To view no friendly maſter by your bed, 
No gentle miſtreſs with her ſoothing aid: 
Anxious their good domeſtic to reſtore, 
Thus paying every ſervice o'er and o'er; 
Oh pleaſing ſtate! — how different thine to 

moan, BOL PHY | 
Sick, faint, and poor, neglected and alone! 


Lob. No diſtant ills, impoſſible and vain, 
Diſturb my peace, or give a moment's pain. 
We * catch larks, my lad, when falls the 

| HO ag at aaa, 
So fave your breath, nor be ſo wond'rous wiſe ; 
For, think not, friend, to teach me what to do; 
I can both read and write as well as you. 


Per. So much the worſe; — the pow'r with- 
out the will, | | 
But makes your guilt and folly greater ſtill : 
For read you ne'er ſo well you never look, 
Il know it Lobmn— in that Holy Book, 
Which brings ſuch bleſſed tidings to our ears, 
So warms our hopes, and diſſipates our fears! 


Where 
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Where we are taught, that, provident o'er all, 

Rules the dread Sov' reign of the Subject ball 

A general Father, whoſe impartial care 

Alike the Maſter and the Servant ſhare: _ 

Their lots tho different here the ſame their fate, 

In the high manſions of a future ſtate: 

If good fidelity they learn to ſhow, 

In all the duties of their place below. . - ..- 

—Chear'd by this hong labours ſeem 
ſevere, 

Thro' the long watchings of the toilſome year: 

Led by this hope, I live, with, conſtant eye, 

To him, my mighty Maſter in the ſky ; 

And humbly ſtill endeavour to approve 

By faithfulneſs on earth, my heav'nly love, 

— Thus paſs L, like a pilgrim on my way, 

Hoping for better things ſome future day: 


Like thoſe bleſt ſhepherds, who in tents . 


Strangers on earth, but denizens with Gop. 

Who now rejoice, their faith's high end attain'd, 

With him, who not the Shepherd's name di 
dain'd, 


And who his choſen flock, not only fed, 


Bat for that flock—-oh Gracious ſhepherd-— 
bled! 


Lob. Why Perigat, my lad, thy flock for- 
ke, 
And like the Cobler Dick, to preaching take: 
Get a joint ſtool, like his thou” It drive a trade, 
Nor him alone, but thou wilt much exceed, 
The bawling Parſon, who the other day 


So long on. our wind-milt did fing, and preach, 
and pray! 


There 


_ ie) 


There thou haſt learnt this gravity, I trow; 3 
And rather after him woud'ſt groaning go, { 
Than ſhare our paſtimes at the houſe below. 3. 
Per. Spare your jibes for Shepherd, be it 
known, „ 
gad not after Preachers up and down; _ . 
Nor time have I, nor need content to hear 
Two ſermons every Sabbath thro” the year. 
And our good paſtor but why tell it thee, 
Who'd rather ſleep, than at a ſermon bez . 
—Well, well, laugh on, but they who win 
___ tſhou'd jeſt; 8 * 
And ure I am that Perigot hes. . 
Far beyond Lobbin in his preſent ſtate— 
In future hopes the difference how great! 
—My maſter's love, by confidence is ſhewn, 
And all his intereſts thus become. my on; 
One of his houſhold, his delights I ſhare, 
And feel his pleaſure, as I feel his care: | 
Dear are his children; dearer ſtill they prove, 
As I experience their unartful love: 
And dearer yet they grow, when pleas'd I find, 
Their gentle mother to my wants ſo kind. 
Connected thus, I act a ſocial part, | 
And live a life quite ſuited to my heart 
No folitary elf: — and here I truſt, ' 
At length to mingle with my native duſt; 
Rejoic'd, if, like Petruchio, who of late, 
In his good maſter's houſe, reſign'd to fate, 
J too IM thrice happy — ſhou'd I my maſter 
5 WW eee 
With all his family to attend my grave; 
Smiting their breaſts, and ſaying, with a tear, 
A good and faithful ſervant reſteth here.” 


N i 
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This be my praiſe”; and for this praiſe Ti live: 
Tour . paſtimes; Tebbin, no ſuch joys can give. 

Lob. Why Prrigor, tis truth — you touch 

my heart: 

Shep herd, indeed, you've choſe the better part. 
PI1 think. to-morrow well of what you ſay, 
But can't give up tlie pleaſures ot eh 


— Some other time III come, and Fear you 


ptei 
But, my brave lad, you may for ever teach, 


fore in Wr ——»'s. bands Lobbin 


liſt: 180 . 
1 Hate no creature like a 24 50%% 


Thus, 0h loud: laugh tlie *dolt apt 


ry'd: 
While, 7955 good. Sg Thodk: His" bead and 
——— 


On ib CREATION of the WORLD. | 


T H E Earth with univerſal darkneſs yeil'd, 
In rude chaotic matter lay cohceal'd, 
In one vaſt lump together cruſh'd. and bruis'd, 
Shapeleſs.and. void, and without form confue'd ; 
Till God's, all-wife command — let there 
be light 
| .Diſpell'd the gloom of ey of everlaſting) PR 


* ſoon fled, eav'n's Supreme de- 


; ed 2 nicht alternately ſucceed.” | 
"This done, he next employ d his guardian care, 
To make the concave rmament a appear, 


He 


SHPo AM AAR RSTCTYY Md y Red ed HY „ 
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He ſpoke the word — the ſea from land divides,. 
And in its proper channel ſwiftly glides, 
Herbs, 5 and flow'rs, adorn. the. begyreoug 
\ Sane J 
And blooming, r roſes ſoon. a fragrance Yields. 
The variegated daiſie paints the 75 tound, 
Each ſpot with curious workmanſhip. is chown'd: 
Here humble ſhrubs 1 in ample order'tife, _ 
There lofty pines and cedars touck-the ſkies; - 
Here ſweet perfumes from, breathing herhs af. 
Cen. 
There trees * fruit bexearh their burdens bag 
Two glorious planets eminently bri; 

(One rules the day, the other rules 15 ni ght) 
Were made by that eternal power of 80%, 
Who ſhakes all nature wich the aw fU nod; 
Beſides the ſmaller orbs, the ſtars tliat kife, ad 
When evening comes to. decorate the ſkies. 
Next he enjoyn'd his poſitive command, 
* Na ye Waters Fiſhy, and Fowl you 
No ſooner ſaid, but in the briny fea, 
The ſportive fiſhes gladly fe and play. 
Each warbling choriſter extends it's wings, | 
Glides thro? the yielding air, and ſweetly fin 
Lo! beaſts of diff rent ſh e kin, 
And creeping things 08 $4 paf | 
Boy fiſh, . fowl, and bale his payer 0 bey, 

ap into m, and own {wa 
* next created man, the a PO all * 

he nobleſt, greateſt wor ry 
Man the and day the the prince fabrick 


crown'd, 


Made to preſerve the fra... and dre the 
ground: 
N 2 Each 
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Each beaſt he nam'd, that wander d over the 
plain, 1 

Each gi chat ſported in the wat ry main. 

Each fowl that thro' the liquid. æther flew, 

Each plant that in fair Eden's garden grew, 

Each flow'r of diff rent form, and diff rent dye, 

Each lofty tree that xeach'd the vaulted 15 

Each creeping animal the earth ſuſtain d, 

All, all by the firſt man were nam'd., _.-. 

Th' Almighty then his glorious work dere. | 

Beheld each thing in proper order laid, 1 

And crown'd the whole with chis his laſt com- ä 
mand. 

Be fruigful, multiply, and fill che land. by 

Let ev 'ry living ſoul his works record, 

Let ev ry breathing creature praiſe the Lonp, 


eee eee 


2 * ＋ M N before Sleep. 
Zy Biſbop Tux NR. 


4 
45. 1 
w . 
3 1 


C OM E great maren migirey Lonb, 
Whom none ſee, though all gene: 

Come, Lok D Cuklsr, the Father's word; 
Come, Hol. v Gnos r, our ſouls inſpire. 


2” 
Our day s labour at an end 
Now tis time to take ade . ! 
Sleep our nature's gentle friend, 
ants our * limbs to ſeize, 
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7 tag? 5 55 ITY 2 Aal 
Vireck'd with cares wr overpre mY 25 1b 


Drench'd in deep oblivion they, 
All the night he charmed to do 


4 | G 431 
'Tis the Goo of nature 8 will 10 71 le 
To allow this ſweet repoſe, coin 
This ſoft medicine to diftill, 
Balm of human el and we Foto oF 


3 


But while ad O46 creeps, 8 
On the little world of man. 
Bathes him, in freſh cooling ſleeps, 
Un his life but half a fan 
6 ee 
Quick as light” ava free as air, Ar edt. 
Round the globe the ſpirit Ws,” 
Hidden things to that appear, 
That their various ſhapes deep, . 


2 1 — 


Looſe from cares and 1 abu) 
As from Heav'n it firſt was brought ; ; 

Streaming thenee the ætherial mind, 
Overflows with active thought. 


8 
Working brain, forms divers dreams, 
Midſt the terrors of the night; 
Sometimes Heav'n darts with its beams, 
Sacred 20 prophetick git. + 


Sometimes 
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Sometimes fiends from ſhades below, 
: Truth efface, falſe light intrude, 
And with ſcenes of doubt and woe, 
Riddles dark the ſoul delude. 
„ 
He whoſe heart is ever clean, my 
He whoſe hands are never foul, _ 
Shall receive, with-light-ſexene, 7 1 
Myſt'ries deep into his ſouußß. 


>; = 1 en le 
He whoſe heart is vice's cell, - | 
Where night-haggs their j a keep; ; 
In their conſults meets 3 R 
And its furies in his, tl 


This did that A Petpiech FAY 1 ; 
In the gaol the gaoler's friend ; e | 

Made two courtly priſoners know, 
What their viſions Ab portend. 


One to this high dire ord be 
Does his maſter's wine prepare; 
Th' other, ſentenc'd by his LogD, 
Feeds devouring birds of air. 
14 | 
Lo when 8 . the King, RE” 
The young age: taretold the: — 2 Wo | 
Bid them into gran'ries bring; 
All their gps from, frujttul earth. 


5 13 

Then as miniſber of f ſtate 

Rais'd to Lord it g'er * realty; 3 
Like a Demi-god he ſat, 


Sharing empire at the helm, 


John 


| = ) 


Jobn Our. Sa viop 's bey Friend, 
Whom his Eoxb, a friend as iis,” 
In the ſpirit bids: aſcend, 

Iour'd above the 1 al view. 


Saw Gop's Lamb new Ain and cron d, 
Clad in er imſon robes of ſtate-;. 
Who alone was worthy found, 
To unfeal the book ef fate: 
Ws: 
In his thund'ring arm he ſways, | 
Such a flaming tes] as like, 
Flaſhing Hght'ning feveral ways, 
Threatens Jouble ftrokes to ſtrike. 
1 
He, great ſeurcher, Ms ſight, - 
Soul or body's leaſt offence; 
Bids that two-edg'd ſword of light, 
Firſt and ſecond. ers diſpenſe. f 


Such bleſt viſions Him mehre, 
- Till the Saint like hero wakes; 
His high genius nounring higher, i 


Thro' all Heaven a progrets _ 6 


21 
We pretend to no ſuch flight, 
We whom errors lead aſtray, 
We whom evil luſts benight, 19700 
We mult take a lower * 


Thou that doſt thy Gon revere, 
Think upon the laver now; 

Cleanſed and anointed there, | 
Think of thy baptiſmal 'vow. 


| When 


Tf 0g) 


When ſleep bows that . of thine, 

Think who bow'd his head for 3 
Let thy ſoul ſtill bear his ſign, 
And thy heart his livery, 
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Rev. Mr. Menkiek of OXFORD. 


* E works of Gon, on him . Y 

In earth his footſtools, Heaven his throne, 
Be all your praiſe beſtow d; 

Whoſe hand the beauteous fabrick made, 

Whoſe eye the finiſhed. work ey... 
And ſaw that all was good. 


The Angels all with loud acclaim, 

Admiring view'd the new born frame, 
And hail'd the Eternal King; 

Again proclaim your maker's praiſe, 

Again your thankful voices raiſe, 
And touch the tuneful ſtring. 


Praiſe him, ye bleſs'd ætherial plains, 

Where, in full Majeſty, he deigns | 
To fix his awful throne, _ 

Ye waters that above him Toll, 

From orb to orb, from pole to pol, | 
O! make his praiſes known ; 


Ye thrones, daminions, virtues, powers, © 
Join ye your joyful ſongs v wu ny 10 


Wich 


(os) 


w TH us your voices raiſe, 
From age to age extend the lay, 
To Heav'ns eternal Monarch pay, 
Hymns of eternal praiſe. | 


Czleſtial orb! whoſe pow'rful ray, 
Opes the glad eye-lids of the day, 5 
Whoſe influence all things ownz _ 
Praiſe him, whoſe courts effulgent ſhine, 
With light, as far excelling tune, 
As thine the paler moon. 


Ye glitt'ring planets of the ſky, 

Whoſe lamps the abſent ſun ey 
With him the ſong purſue; 

And let himſelf ſubmiſſive own, 

He borrows from a brighter ſun, 
Ie light he lends to you. 


Ye ſhow'rs, and dews, whoſe moiſture ſhed, 
Calls into life the op'ning ſeed, 

To him your praiſes yield; 
Whoſe influence makes the genial birth, 
Drops fatneſs on the pregnant earth, 

And crowns the laughing fle ld. . 


Ve winds that oft tempeſtuous ſoeep 
The ruffled ſurface of the deep, 
With us confeſs your GOD; 
See, through the heav'ns the King of Kings, | 
Up borne on your expanded wings, 
Comes flying all abroad. 


Ye floods of fire, where'er ye blow, 
| With juſt ſubmiſſion humbly bow 
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To his ſuperior pow'r ; | 
Who ſtops the tempeſt on its way, | pe 
Or bids the flaming deluge ſtray, Ws Or 

Or gives it ſtrength to roar. . *» 1 | 2M 
Ye Suramer's heat, and Winter's cold. Ex 
By turns in long ſvcceſſion roll' d. TI 


The drooping world to chear ; 
Praiſe him, who gave the ſun and moan, 
To lead the various ſeaſons on, 
And guide the circling year. 


Ye froſts that bind the wat'ry plain, 
Ye ſilent ſhow'rs of fleecy rain, 

Purſue the heav'nly theme ; | 
Praiſe him, who ſheds the driving ſnow, 
Forbids the harden'd waves to flow, | 

And ſtops the rapid ſtream. 


Ye days and nights, that, cwifely born, 

From morn to eve, from eve to morn, 
Alternate glide away ; 

Praiſe him, whoſe never varying light, 

Abſent, adds horror to the night, 


But preſent, gives the day. 4 
Light — from whoſe rays all beauty 8 ve 
Darkneſs — whoſe wide — expanded wings, | Th 

Involves the duſky globe; 
Praiſe him, who when the Heav'ns he ſpread, | Pr: 
Darkneſs his thick pavilion made, Th 

And light his regal robs, 57 | 4 
Praiſe him ye light'nings as ye fly, © Pra 
Wivg'd with his vengeance through the ſky, W] 


And 
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And red with wrath divine; 
Praiſe him ye elouds that en ſtray, 
Or fix'd by him in eloſe array, 
Surround his aweful ſhrine, 


Exalt, O Earth! thy heav'nly N es 

That bids the plants, that from thee ſpring. | 

With annual verdure bloom; 4 
Whoſe frequent drops of kindly rain, 

Prolifick (well the ripening 25 mY 
And bleſs thy fertile wom 


Ye mountains that ambitious riſe, 

And heave your ſummits to the ſkies, 
Revere his awefyl nod; 

Think how you once affrighted fled, 

When Jordan ſought his fountain-head, | 
And own th' approaching Gov. 


Ye trees, that fill the rural ſcene, 
Ye flowers, that o'er th enamel'd green, 
In native beauty reign ; | 
O Praiſe the ruler of the ſkies, - | 
Whoſe hand the genial ſap ſupplies, 
And cloathes the ſmiling plain. 


Ye ſecret ſprings, ye gentle rills, 

That murm'ring riſe among the hills, 
Or fill the humble vale ; 

Praiſe him, at whoſe Almighty nod, 

The rugged rock diſſolving flow'd, 
And form'd a ſpringing well. 


Praiſe him ye floods and ſeas profound, 
Whoſe waves the ſpacious earth ſurround, 


'O2 And 
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And roll from ſhore to ſhore ; 
Aw'd by his voice, ye ſeas ſubſide, 
Ye floods within your channels: Ss 

And tremble and adore. _ 


Ye whales, that ſtir the boiling a 
Or in its dark receſſes lere 
Remote from human eye; 
Praiſe him by whom ye e all are fed, 
Praiſe him without v 
Ye languiſh, faint and die. 


Ye birds, exalt your Maker's name 


Begin and with th' important theme, 
Your artleſs lays improye ; | 


Wake with your ſongs the riſing day, 
Let muſic:ſound on every ſpray, - 
And fill the vocal grove. 


Praiſe him, ye beaſts that nightly roam, 
Amid the. ſolitary gloom, . _ ö 


Th' expected prey to ſeize ; 
Ye ſlaves of the laborious hh 10 
Your ſtubborn necks ſubmiſſive bow, 
And bend your wearied knees. 


Ye ſons of men, his praiſe diſplay, - 
Who ſtampt his image on yaur - OY 
And gave it power to move, 
Ye that in Judab's confines dwell, 
From age to age ſucceſſive tell, 

The wonders of his love. 


Let Levi's tribe the lay prolong, 
Till W liſten to the ſong, 


oſe kewvenly g. 0¹⁰ 


And 
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And bend attentive down, 

Let wonder ſeize the heav*nly train, 
Pleaſed while they hear a K nag 
80 3 fo like their: OW n 

And you, * ! carp ph — . — by 
That oft at Salem's ſacred 1 
Before his alters kneel; ib « 9 T | 
Where thron'd in Majeſty Wend 115 
And from the myſt ek cloud reveals, 1 Hr: 295908 
The dictates af his will. n 1 


ve pirits of the juſt and good! 

That, eager for the bleſt abode, 

| To heav only marifions ſoar; 

O Let your ſongs his praiſe difplay, - 

'Till Heav'n itſelf ſhall, melt away, 
And time ſhall be no more. 


Praiſe 20] ye meek. 1 hamkle train, 
Ye faints, whom his decrees ordain, 

The boundleſs bliſs to ſhare; 8 N 
O! Praiſe him, till ye take your ee "wy 
To regions of eternal day, yr, KITTY 

And reign for ever there. Py 01-39% 0 


Let us, who now impaſlive ſtand; © 

Aw'd by the tyrant's ſtern command 
Amid the fiery blaze; 

While thus we triumph in the ſtame, 

Kiſe, and our Maker's love proclaim, 


In hymns of endleſs —_— 


Die 
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A 
1 Die Dail, an kun. 


G REA T Gov! thy energy impart, 
And write thy leſſon on my heart: 

Rouſe every ſolemn thought, that I 
May ponder what it is to die, 


To die—rand quit this houſe of clay, e 
And unembody'd paſs away, l 
From all things mortal; and have done 


Wim all concerns beneath the ſun ! ! 


| When all my days ſhall be fulkil'd, 


My character and ſtate be ſeal'd: 


My naked ſpirit borne to Gop, 
And ſentenc'd to its long abode !— 


My change i is ſure, and may be ſoon, 
Each haſt'ning minute leads it on : 


The ſhafts of Death around me fly, 


And every day I live—l die. 


This, this my Rate, todie, I'd learn; 
And make it every day's concern: 
Then let which will be laſt—(this nay” 
I'm not unpractiſ'd in the way. 


O may I daily hve above 


This fleſh, this world, and wean my love: 


And every day abſtract my cares, 
From mortals, and their mean affairs. 


Spend every day as 'twere the laſt, 
And time redeem, e er time is paſt : 


* 


+a -- 
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And all it's precious portions o'er, 
Redeemable alas no more. 8 9 23 


Examine oft the ſtate I'm in, 
(Whether a ſtate of grace or ſin.) 
If CyxtsT has mark'd me for his own, 

ell meet me at his father's throne. 


' Rejoice my ſoul in ſuch a ftay, | 
Jzsus, the life, the truth the way: 


And trace the footſteps of thy head, 
Up where thy heavenly hopes are laid. 


He'll guide me to my dying day, 
And guide it with a chearful ray, 


And to my ſoul a manſion give, 
Where bright Immortals ever live. 


| A tranſlation of BZ a's Epitaph on Lurux R. 


Tur world Rome conquer d, Rome the Pope 

has ſway d; | | 1 
She has her arms, and he his arts diſplay d 
How much ſuperior. triumphs Luther's name, 
Who with a feather Rome and Pope o ercame! 
Go, boaſt vain Greece of Hercules's deeds, 
His iron club a feather's weight exceeds. 


A SOLILOQUY. 


(112) 
Written in a Country Church-Yard, £57 s 
By the Rev. Mr. Moors of Cornwall. + 


STRUC K with religious awe and ſolemn 
eee ee 
view theſe gloomy manſions of the dead; 
Around me, tombs in mixt diſorder riſe, 
And in mute language teach me to be wiſe. 
Time was, theſe aſhes liv'd — a time muſt be, 
When others thus may ſtand and — look at me. 
Alarming thought! no wonder tis we dread, - 
O'er theſe uncomfortable vaults to tread. 


Where blended lie the aged and the young. 


The rich and poor, an undiſtinguiſh'd throng : 


Death conquers all, and time's ſubduing hand, 


Nor tombs nor marble ſtatues can withſtand. 


Mark yonder aſhes, in confuſion ſpread !- ” 
Compare earth's living Tenants with the dead! 
How ſtriking the reſemblance, yet how juſt! 
Once life and ſoul inform'd this maſs of duſt, 
Around theſe bones, now broken and decay'd, 
The ſtreams of life in various channels play'd! 
Perhaps that ſkull, fo horrible to view, | 
Was ſome fair maid's, ye belles, as fair as you. 
Theſe hollow ſockets two bright orbs contain'd, 
Where the loves ſported, and in triumph reign'd: 
Here glow'd the lips, there white as Parian ſtone, 
The teeth, diſpos'd in beauteous order, ſhone. 


This 
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This is life's goal — no farther can we view, 
Beyond it, all is wonderful and new. _ 
Oh deign, ſome courteous ghoſt * toe let us 
know, 
What we muſt ſhortly 3 — and —_ are now t 
Sometimes you warn us of approaching fate; 
Why hide the knowledge of your preſent ſtate ? 
W ch joy behold us tremblingly explore, 
Th' unknown gulph, that you can fear no more 
The grave has eloquence — its lectures — 
In filence, louder than divines can preach : 
Hear hat it ſays — ye ſons of foſiy, hear! 
It ſpeaks to you — O give it then your ear! 
It bids you lay all WAVE. aſide: | 
O What a lecture this, for human pride ! 


The $A ſtrikes ewelve—hbow ſolemn is the 
ſound |! 


Hark how the ſtrokes from hollow raults re- 
bound ! 
They bid us haſten to be wiſe, and ſhow, 
How rapid in their courſe the minutes flow: 
See yonder yew — how high it liſts its head ! 


Around their gloomy ſhade the branches ſpread. 
Old anddecay'd, it ſtill retains a grace, 


And adds more een horror to the se: 


Whoſe tomb is this ? it lays, tis Myra's | 


tomb ; 


Pluck d from mne world in beauty” 8 faireſt 
bloom ; 


Attend, ye fair! ye choughtlels, and ye gay ! 2 
For Myra. dy'd upon her vaptial d lays. 7:4 


P The 
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| The grave, cold bridegroom : claſp'd her i in its 
arms, 
And the worm rioted upon her charms. 


i 


In yonder tomb the old 8 lies; 


Once he was rich — the world eſtcem'd him | 


wiſe: 
Schemes unaccompliſh'd labour'd i in his mind, 


And all his thoughts were to the world con- 


fin'd; 


Death came wnlook'd for — from his priſping | 


hand, 
Down: rape his bags, and mortgages of land. 


Beneath that ſculptur'd' pompous marble ſtone. ö 


Lies youthful Forio, aged twenty-one ; 


Cropt like a flow'r, he wither'd in his bloom, 


Tho' flatt'ring life had promis d years to come: 
Ye ſilken ſons ! ye Florios of the age, 


Who tread in giddy maze life's flow' ry ſtage! 


Mark here the end of man, in Florio ſee, 


What you, and all the ſons of earth, ſhall be ! 


There, wi in duſt, che vain 1 Hortenfo hes, 
Whoſe ſplendor once we view'd with envious | 


eyes; 
Titles and arms his pompous marble grace, 
With a long hiſt'ry of his noble race; 
Still after death his vanity ſurvives, 
And on his tomb all of Horten ſio lives. 
Around me as I turn my wand'ring eyes, 
 Unnumber'd graves in awful proſpect riſe, 


| Whole ſtones lay only when their owners ad, 
If young, or aged, and to whom ally'd. | 


On 
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On orhers, pompous epitaphs are a 
In mem'ry of the virtues of the dead; 
Vain waſte of praiſe, ſince flatt'ring or ſincere, 
The judgment-day alone: will make , 


" 


How filent is this little ſpot of ground a 
How melancholy looks each object rund! 
Here man diſſolv'd in ſnatter'd ruin lies, 
So faſt aſleep — as if no more to riſe; 
Tis ſtrange to think how theſe dead bones can 

live, 
N into form and with new heat revive ! 
Or how this trodden earth to life ſhall wake, 
Know its old place, its former figure take 
But whence theſe fears? when the laſt trumpet 
ſounds, ' 
Thro' heav'ns expanſe, to carth's remoteſt 
baounds«s, | 
The dead ſhall quit theſe tenements of clay, 
And view again the long — extinguiſh'd day : : 
It muſt be.ſo — the ſame A pow'r, 
From duſt who form'd us, can from duſt re- 
ſtore. 
Chear'd with this pleafing hope I ſafely truſt, 
Jebovab's pow'r will raiſe me from the duſt ; 
On his unfailing promiſes rely, 
And all the horrors of the. A defy. 
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The HYMN of St. AMBROSE, 
. ommonty called 7 E DE U NM. 


TI HEE ſovereign Gov ! 1 our grateful ae- 
cents praiſe; 

We own thee Logp, and bleſs thy wondꝰ o 
Ways. 

To thee eternal father, earth's whote frame, 

With Jondeft trumpets ſounds: immortal fame | 

Loxp Gop of hoſts, to thee the Heavenly 
powers, 

With pealing anthems an the vented tow' rs. 

Thy Cherubims thrice holy, holy, holy, cry, 

Thrice holy, all the Seraphims reply, 

And N. ee ee ondfets ſongs 
ſupply, 

Both Heav'n and Earth thy Majeſty Hiſplay ; j 

They ewe their beauty to thy glorious ray. 

Thy. praifes fill the loud Apoſtles choir , 

The train of Prophets in the ſong conſpire; 

Legions of Martyrs in the chorus ſhine, 

And vocal blood with vocal muſic join. 

Thy holy church, inſpir'd with Heav*nly art, 

Around the world maintains a ſacred part, 

And tunes her ſweeteft notes, O Gov, to thee, 

The father of unbounded Majefty : 

The ſon ; ador'd co-partner of thy ſeat, 

And equal, everlaſting Paraclete / 


Thon, King of Glory, Cur1sT, of the moſt 


high, 
Thou co- eternal, filial Derry ; 


Thou 
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Thou who to ſave the world's impending 
Did'ft deign to.dwell within a virgin's womb, 
(Old tyrant death difarm'd, before thee flew, 
The bolts of Heav'n, and back the foldings 
— iS 7 | ere. Po Þ 
To give acceſs, and make the faithful way) - 
From Gov's right hand thy filial beams dil-. | 
play! y = 
Thou art to judge the living and the dead, | 
Then ſpare thoſe ſouls for which thy veins have 
1 
O take us up among the bleſs'd above, 
To ſhare with them thy everlaſting love 
Preſerve, O Lord, thy people, and enhance, 
Thy bleſſing on thy own mheritance : . 
For ever raiſe their hearts, and rule their 
| Ways, | | | 
Each day we bleſs thee, and proclam thy 


praiſe. 


No age ſhall fail to celebrate thy name; 
No hour forget thy everlaſting fame. 
| MO our ſouls, O Loxp this day from 
It: ; 
Have mercy on us, LoxD, have mercy ill. 
As we have hop'd do thou reward our pain, 
In thee we truſt, let not our truſt be vain. 
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A. EVENING HYMN, _ 2 
 Biſbop Kenv. * Sir 


| "0 LOR * to thee my God this night, | 

For all the bleſſings of the. light. OE Th 
Keep me, O keep me, King of kings, 
Under thy own Almighty wings. 


Forgive me, Lok b, for thy dear ſon, 
The ills that I this day have done ; 
That with the world, myſelf, and thee, 


I, ere I fleep, at peace may 20 | Ng 2 

Teach me to live, that I may dread, W. 
The grave as little as my bed: 5 i WI 
Teach me to die, that ſo I may, An 
Triuraphing riſe at the laſt day. 4 45 1 Suc 


O May my ſoul on thee repoſe; 
And with ſweet ſleep mine eyelids cloſe : 
Sleep that may me more vig'rous make, 
To ſerve my Gop, when I awake. 


When in the night J ſleepleſs lie, 
My ſoul with heav'nly thoughts ſupply: 
Let no ill dreams diſturb my reſt, 
No pow 'rs of darkneſs me moleſt. 


Let my bleſt guardian, whilſt I ſleep, 
Cloſe to my bed his vigils keep : 


With love divine my boſom fill, Gro 
And ſtop each avenue of ill. 'Tis 
| One 


Familiar 
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Familiar with my ſoul converſe, 1 80 7 


Celeſtial joys to me rehearſe, 
And in my ſtead, all the night long; - 
Sings to my Gop a grateful ſong. 


809990900900 
T, 5 duty of conſulting a Phyfician in Stckneſs, 
ws ]. Wen M. D. | 


L 


N O more pee te immediate aid of 
Heav'n, | 

As ages fince, to our fornfathens given 1 

Diſpers'd and exil'd from our native: Home, 

We roam diftreſs'd and ſicken as we roam : 

When Gop in anger ſhook the Jewiſh throne, 

And hurl'd in ruins our proud empire down, 


Such wonders ceas'd, an 1 now in vain we 


een, 

The vaniſh'd bleſſing never to return. 

Then hear my ſon, when ſickneſs Rings thy 
heart, 

Conſult thoſe learned in the healing art ; 

The healing art for man's relief was giv? n, | 

A wife phylician 1 is the boon of Heaven! 

For man's relief the favour was beſtow'd, 

And whocontemns the gracious gift of Gop ? 

E'en kings reſpe& him, for his pow'r can ſave, 

Their fleeting glories, and elude the grave. 

Look o'er the world's 'wide _ what various 
plants, 

Grow all around us to ſupply our wants? 

'Tis not in vain ſuch num'rous virtues riſe, 

One {ſpecies blooming as another dies, 
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By God's command a branch of healing wood, 


editor's the brackiſh ſtream, and made the 
waters good ; 


| Hence underſtand, that every herb contains, 


Some latent virtue in it's juicy veins; 


Down the green vale, or on the mountain's 


. brow, 
From year to year, from age to age they grow: N 
The curious Artiſt with experienc'd hand, 
Gathers the plenty, and disrobes the land; 


While from the Heav'r n of He cav*ns the eye of 4 


BC,, FA 
Surveys his labours and directs his road: 
Bow down ye ſons of men, before his throne, 
Adore his aper and make his ane known. 


Again dhe Inge begins another toil . 
(The limbecks ſweat, the fuming. cauldrons 
- both; 57 
From the whole mals, the burden of the plains! 
With ſecret joy a flood of med*'cine drains, 
With various art corrects the wholeſome tide, 
Health all his aim, and wiſdom all his guide. 


Now piging ſickneſs, or diſtracting pain 
Sinks the fad heart, or racks the tortur'd brain 
The ghaſtly patient rolls his ſwimming eyes, 
Groans for relief, and for the Doctor cries; 
The Doctor comes, removes the vexing pain, 
And his heart beats with new- born Joy again. 


But oh! my fon! when weak, and _ and 


wan, 
Thy pangs return, truſt not alone in man; 
To the great Go in Heav'n thy prayer addreſs, 


He'll hear thy pray 'r and pity thy diſtreſs, 


Remove 
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Remove thy ſickneſs, ſoften all thy pain, 

When human help, and human arts are vain. 

Yet dare not, dare not truſt a bed · rid pray „ 

Or vows. extorted from extreme deſpair: 

In health alone, the voice of Heav'n cries Joud, 

Correct thy crimes, nor trifle with thy Gop; 

Alike thy days in virtne's love employ, 

And life, or death will be alike thy joy. 

When health's. reſtor d, be gratefubto the _ 

And let thy ks, like morning incenſe ri 

Confeſs the pow'r.divine, ;whoſe at . 

Thy forfeit life, and ſnatch t thee Page th 
grave; 

On Angel's wings. thy. oft*ring, all ſinccre, tl 

Shall then WO. and. * thy Aly 
ear. 


Now let the Artiſt by whoſe time! 1 ad g 
Thy ſoul Was ſcreen'd from death's 13 
ſhade 
Let him ie ay n, a duer zard receive. 
To him live grateful, by whoſe aid Mou live; 
Nor, barren of return, forget your moan, 8 
And ſcorn the Doctor, when the cure is done. 


4% 


Whoe'er ingrate, aſſumes! a ſornfyl brow, 

His pain forgot, forgot his former vow, 

Who, drove by nd Bes his crimes the 

rein, 5 

And runs thro” ev'ry round of vice again: 

Who dares diſclaim his virtue and his Go . 
Again ſhall ſmart beneath the chaſt'ning rod, 
Again ſhall groan with all the wrath of Heav'n, 
And never, never Kuen his ſins forgiv n. 
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4 E Fr 4 P u 


0 <a of 
| : P RA SE 8 on Tombs are vaitly pet, 5 

ö A good er name is a Monument. 

= [1 - 1 u 

; | oth vil: enen for an Hermitage 


N F O N D man, retire to this lone cell, IG 
i And bid the buſy World farewell : 
i Ah, quit the City's noiſy ſcene, 
For pleaſures tranquil and ſerene, 
Seek in this calm, this ſweet receſs, 
The roſe-lip'd cherub, happineſs : 
That haunts the Hermit's moſly floor, 
And ſimple Peaſant's rural door. 
How pleafing is yon Oak's brown ſhade ! 
The ſpreading beech, th' adjacent glade ; 
The chryſtal ſtreams that ſmoothly glide, 
The warbling truſh, at even-tide; 
| Fond man; here ſweetly thou may'ſt ſpend 
Thy fleeting days, nor fear thy end : 
Stealing thro' life, as thro? the plain, 
Yon rill flows ſilent to the main, 
Here (when 1 in ruſſet veſt the morn 
Walks o'er the mountain or the lawn, 
Thy early oraiſons begin. 
And hve ſecure from woe and ſin; 
Here too at evening's ſober hour, 
Adore the great ALmicnurTy power, 
The ſovereign Ruler of the Skies 
For ever jut and good, and wWiſe. 


An 
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An HyMx to the CREA TOR, 
By the Rev, Mr. MERRICK, 


Ge OD of my health ! whoſe bounteons care, 
Firſt gave me power to move, 

How ſhall my thankful heart declare | 
The wonders of thy love! - ; 


While void of thought and is I lay | 
Duſt of my parent earth, 4 © 
Thy breath inform'd the ſleeping clay, ; 

And call'd me into birth, 


From thee my parts their faſhion took, 
And ere my life begun, 
Within the volume of thy book 


Were written one by one. 


Thy eye beheld in open view ' 
The yet unfiniſn'd plan; 
The ſhadowy lines thy pencil drew, 

And form'd the future man. 


O May this frame that riſing grew, 
Beneath thy plaſtic hands, 

Be ſtudious ever to purſue, 
Whate'er thy will commands, 


The ſoul that moves this earthly load, 
Thy ſemblance let it bear, 
Nor loſe the traces of the God, 


That ſtamp'd his image there. 
| U, 2 


0 1249 ) 
| To the frulbof of T. RIS. RAM er. 


N. E S, they win ugh; but whom, O S8— 
enquire — ? FN 
_ Thewretehedfohs of vice and fout deſire; 
To theſe your page immoral may be dear 5 
But virtue oer it ſtieds the conſcious tear; 
The wiſe the modeſt view it wit ener, 
Deteſt the matter, and the maſter mourn : 
Is it for this you wear the ſacred gown, 
To write and live the Sandy of the town? 
Is it for this the Holy hand was laid. 
Thrice awful conſecration) on yout head? 
Is it for this the hallowed page was given, 
To teach high truths, and 
Heaven ? | . 
Is it for this, that, trifter 15915 and v vain, 885 
With page unhallow'd; and with pen obſcene, 
You might againſt the cauſe of goodneſs war, 


Soil the pure mind, and truth's fair features 


mar? ., | 
Ah! think, what. you "wilt ſurely know too 
ſoon,.— 


Tho' ſome may laugh, none love the looſe buf- 


foon ; 
But of buffoons the ſcorn arid coll . 
Is a buffoon (ſtrange monſter) in Prunello 
With all your might tho' you have ftretch'd your 
hand, 
To ſcatter poiſon, and defile the land; 
Yet let me once my gratulations pay; | 
For that your will exceeds your beſt eſſaß z 


* the N to 
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joy to. praiſe you for yout fon leſt ſheet, 
eſts moſt indelicate, and dearth of wity 


he _— "0 come, when you with me ſhall 


And bleſs" this blaſting of each putrid line, 
For oh hthe time wille come, when you (half feet 
Stabs in your heart, more ſharp than ſtabs of 
ſteel : | 
Andi alt your wide-ſpread' ill in horrid form ap- 
ar! th 
When conſcience ſtern” ſhall Kugler in in your 
a... 
Prevent the hour, for pity” s fake Taſk; | 
And oh perform your own adviſed taſk, 
Search your own heart, you'll find the debt * 
large, 75 
And haſte, perform the duties of your charge, 
Leave the vile town, nor wiſh it in your pow r, 
To ſhine the giddy meteor of an hour : 
As you have talents'dv not miſapply . 
Them, or your time, for m man muſt ſurely die. 


: 


The 2 4 Hl 9 5 0 N. n 


Lex others ſing the loves of * and 
ſwains, 
Cool ſtreams and ſhady groves, and flow ry 
plains; 
A bleeding Savioun! > Paſſion I diſplay, 
And tune to mournful ſounds the tragic ys 


Maker Omnipotent, my verſe inſpire > 
At 


| With ſacred ardors of celeſtial fire! 
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come 


Behind a veil of dark ſarrounding clouds, 

The riſing ſun his bright effulgence ſhrowds. | 

Mean time the Jews, with rage infernal fir'd, 

And ranc'rous hate, their: Saviour's death re- 
quir'd: 


ſtands; 
With cords rude Soldiers bind his ſaered backs 


To Pilate lead him—Pilate firſt. conſents 
To ſhed his blood, then of the crime Tepents, | 
With water waſh'd his guilty hands in vain; 
(The blood he ſpilt could only purge the ſtain) 
Now o'er his limbs a purple rohe they ſpread, 
3 2 wn of thorns ſurrounds his ſacred head ; 

ehder reed they put into his hand, 

1 0 . — a ſcepter of command; 
Then bow the knee before him as he ed, 
A pageant Prince, but yet the Sox of Gov. 
And now, attended by the ſeoffing — 2 
He to the fatal croſs is led along! 
Miute as a lamb he to the ſlaughter went, 
As meek, as paſſive, and as innocent. 
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22 
Hark! how the ae ng de below, 
Rude inſults offer, and deride his woe; | 


At lengch, perfixt by Heaven' 8 dgeree, 2 wank.” 


1 The morning, high with the Meſſiah's doom; 1 


Encompaſs'd round with Swords and Staves he 


Lo! now methinks, reveal'd to view I ſce, - 
The Lorp of life, ſtrerch'd on the. inglorioug | 


With impious tongues blaſpheme th Ati 
w'r, | 
Whom, with dread awe, celeſtial hoſts adore ; 5 


8 


yaw 
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| Scarce thro'- the eroud one ſigh or groan is 
| heard, 
Tho' Angels. mourn'd, and Heav'n in grief 
appear'd. 
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Now to his fate reſign'd, his head he bows, 

And patient waits the period of his woes; 

The deſtin'd moment comes — he groans — he 
dies — 

And from its lovely bon the pure ſpirit 
flies; 

When lo! alarm aſtoniſh'd nature takes, 

Thro' all her works with rang convulſions 
| ſhakes; | 

Rocks burſt — the dead ariſe — with hideous 
ſound, 

The rending veil. now opens to the ground : 

Earth to its centre trembles with affright, 

And groans are heard thro' all the realms of 
night. 

Darkneſs extinguiſhes the light of day; 

A darkneſs nations ſhudder to {urvey, © | 

A darkneſs new — without oppoling ſpheres : 

„Strange miracle!“ a dread eclipſe appears. 
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Bluſh then, proud Atheiſt tremble a 

adore ! 

Deny th' exiſtence of a. Gop no more: 

Say, whence theſe efforts of unbounded love! 

Such care for human weal, but from above F. 

Where is thy conqueſt Kino of TxRRORS, 
now ? 

And where the gloom that ſettled on thy brow ? 

Since from ſoft ſlumbers ſoon the dead ſhall riſe, 

And duſt and aſhes elaim their kindred ſkies ; 


Where. 
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Where resenthron'd the great MEs sta reigns, 
Whoſe pow'r unchang' d' thro every age re- 
171 mains. Es ky ; 71 
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- By * "Bi Cor rox. $. ; LE 1 

| 3 i 2 | 155 3 297 Le 

F AIRES T flow'r, all flow'rs excelling, Gi 

Which in Eden's garden grew; As 

Flow'rs of Eve's imbower'd dwelling, . . - Le 

Are, my fair one, types of you. 2 

: ; = O 

Mark, my Polly, how the roſes, Th 

Emulate thy damaſk cheek ; 5 

How the bud its ſweet diſcloſes, 5 

Buds thy opening bloom beſpeak. 3 R 


Lillies are, by plain direction, 
Emblems of a double kind; 
Emblems of thy fair complection, 
Emblems of thy fairer mind. 

a 8 9 A 1 3 : { | * 


But dear girl, both flow'rs and beauty, 5 _ 
Bloſſom, fade, and die away . 8 
Then. purſue good ſenſe and duty, B 5 
Ever-greens that ne' er decay. wg : 
The And 
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The L o A Di PRAYER 
By the Rev. Mr. Fawxes, 


fe 


Ka T H E R of all, wol throne illumines 
Heaven, 
All honour to thy holy name be given 
Thy 3 kingdom come, thy righteous 
W1 , 7 | 
Let men on earth as ſaints in Heaven fulfill 
Give us this day the bread by which we live, 
As we our debtors, thou our debts forgive. 
Let no temptation lead vs into woe: 
Keep us from ſin, and out infernal foe. 
For thy ſupreme dominions we adore, 


Thy power, Gy glory is for evermore. 


f 


„ he S 3 D vf 
By W. 7 Doo, 4. M. 


F IR M is my fin in God, whats wot; 


gave birth, 
Father omnipotent ! to Heav'n and Earth. 


Firm is my faith in CuRIs T, th' eternal d 


Gop's only ſon, and our redeeming LoR p, 
By the third perſon of the ſacred three, ö 
Conceiv'd: pure Virgin, Maxx born of thee; 
And judg'd by Plate to the torturing tree! | 
As man who died and to the grave was giv'n , 
As Go who roſe and enter . into Heav'n: 


R Where 
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Where he fits glorious; and from whence ſhall 
r 
To paſs on all mankind the dread deciſive doom 
Firm is my faith in that myſterious Dove, 
With peace who viſits on the wings of love: 
And in one Holy Church, concordant meet, 
Where Saints of all times, in communion fweet, 
In that heart-cheering principle divine, 
Which thro” repentance, ſpeaks a pardon mine: 
In that great day, when all ſhall riſe, and ſhare 
Unending life in triumph or deſpair ! 
* O while the thought tremendous fills my breaft, 
Hear me, my Gop, and guide me to thy reſt.” * 


M οοοοοοοοο 
4 HYMN on GOD's ETERNITY. 


Ris S E, riſe my ſoul, and leave the ground, 
Stretch all thy thoughts abroad ; 
And rouſe up ev'ry tuneful ſound ; 

To praiſe th' eternal Gov. 


/ 


/ 


Long e' er the lofty ſkies were ſpread, 
Jexovan fill'd his throne; _ 

Or Adam form'd, or Angels made, 
The Maker liv'd alone. | 


His boundleſs years can ne'er decreaſe, 
But ſtill maintain their prime ; 
Eternity's his dwelling place, 
And ever 1s his time. 


While 


( _w 


: While like a tide our minutes flow, 
I) be preſent and the paſt, 
He fills his own immortal now, 
And ſees our ages waſte. 


The ſea and ſky muſt periſh too, 
And vaſt deſtruction come; 

The creatures, look, how old they grow, 
And wait their fiery doom. 
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Then let the earth Qurink all away, 
And flames melt down the ſkies, 
My Gov ſhall live an endleſs day, 


When old creation dies. 


00200090008 
STANZ AS on D E AT H. 


C AN the deep ſtateſman ſkilPd in great 
deſign ; 
Protract, but for a day, precarious breath 5 
Or the tun'd follower of the ſacred nine, 
Sooth, with his melody; inſatiate death? 


No — tho” the lee dk hgr golden gate, 
Or + monarchs plant ten thouſand guards 
around; 
Unerring, and unſeen, the ſhaft of fate, 
Srikes the devoted victim to the ground. 
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What then avails ambition's wide Arretch'd 
wing, 
The ſchoolman's page, or pride of beauty $ 
bloom! 
The crape-clad hermit, ad the rich rob'd king, 
Levell'd lie mix'd, promiſcuous i in the tomb. 


The "EP ASFA W wiſe and Sod: 


Bade, when the morning's roſy reign began, 

Courtiers ſhou'd call, as round his couch they 
ſtood, 

Philip, remember, thou'rt no more than 
man,” 


Search where ambition rag'd with rigor ſteel'd, 


Where ſlaughter like, the rapid light'ning 
ran; | 


And ſay, while mem'ry weeps the blood ſtain'd 


field, 
Where lies the chief, and where the common 
man? 


Vain are the pyramids and motto'd ſtones, 
And monumental trophies rais'd on high! 
For. time confounds them with the crumbling 
bones, 


That mix'd in haſty graves unnotic'd * 


Reſts not beneath the turf, the peaſant's head, 


Soft as the Lord's, beneath the labour'd 
tomb ?. | 
Or ſleeps one colder, in his cloſe clay bed, 
Than t'other in the wide vault's dreary womb? 


Hither 
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Hither, let lux'ry lead her looſe rob'd train, 
Here flutter pride on purple-pajnted wings: 

And from the moral proſpect, learn—how vain 
The wiſh that ſighs for ſublunary things: 


$$$00000005+ 
Imitation of the Concluffon of 
Horace's 1ft E piſtle. 


F OR me let Wiſdom's ſacred fountain flow, 

The cordial draught that ſweetens ev'ry woe; 

May providence the Juſt enough provide, 

Nor let me float on hope's uncertain tide, 

Add thoughts compos'd, affections ever even; 

Thus far ſuffices to have aſk'd from Heaven. 

Who in the diſpenſations of a day, 

Grants life, grants death ; now gives, now takes 
away, 

To ſcaffolds oft the ribbon'd ſpoiler brings: 

Tears wands from Stateſmen, and their crowus 
from kings; | | 0 

From the repining heart the bliſs decreed: 

But leaves the man of virtue bleſt indeed. 

Be life the care of Heaven; be't ours to find, 

Still equal to itſelf the balanc'd mind, 

Fame, beauty, wealth, forgot each tinſel toy; 

Witz ſtudious quiet pleas'd; and placid joy; 

In theſe, and theſe alone ſupremely bleſt, 

Let fools and madmen ſcramble for the reſt. 
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* IF E T the EY the vain, th' ambitious, 
* Mount on grandeur's tott'ring tree; 
To the topmoſt bough their wiſhies— 


. Anxious all! exalted be!“ 


Me, my kinder fate din 
Grant theſe bleſſings permanent: 

Reaſon in my breaſt abiding, 
Solid peace, and ſweet content, 


Hapleſs all whom wealth bewitches, 
Heaven my real wants ſupply! 
Give me truer, greater riches, 


Earth's dependance which deny. 


buide me, kindeſt fortune, guide me 
To ſome lonely ſafe retreat; 

Where obſcurity ſhall hide me 
From contention, noiſe, debate : 


Where the lark aſcends to Heav'n, 
Marbling with melodious voice; 
While each tuneful note is given, 

As a tribute to the ſkies : 


Where the beſt perfumes aſcending, 
__ Speak a grateful ſacrifice : 


Where each ſhrub, while rain's depending, 


Points the hand that bids it riſe. 
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Where each tree as ce haſten, _ 
Hangs it's firſt-fruit off ring high, _ 
Where the flocks, the paſtures OKs, 
Utter forth their grateful cry. | 


Ants, ſmall inſects, in our ſtation, 
Teach us honeft induſtry ; 

Fading flowers the fluctuation, | 
Of all joys, fave thoſe on high. 


Sweets diffus 'd on all endelig 
Shew us virtue's excellence, 8 

Warbling birds, the joy de 5 
From a conſcious innocence. 


Nature's ſure a ſacred preacher, 
Texts ſhe gives in ev'ry field; 

Riſe, my ſoul, yon bee thy 40 | 
Cull the leſſons which N yield. 


5 1 
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ry 
The CHRISTIANFAITH. 
in 


| 0 N th' eternal Father I, 8 
On the everlaſting Son, 
And the Holy Ghoſt, rely, 
One in three, and three in one! 
believe, the King of Kings, 
Father, infinite, ador'd, 
Me and all created things, | 
5 Form'd from noting by his word, — 


Him 


1 


10 
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Him may I fÞ love and praiſe, 


With the breath himſelf hath giv't, 


So improve my life on earth, 
As to live with him in Heav'n. 


I in Jesus CxxisT believe, 


Light of Light, and Gop of Got : 2 


Who, that we might life receive, 

Left his ever bleſt abode : 

Of no reputation made, | 

He a Servant's form put on; 

On the Croſs our ranſom paid, 

And our peace Eternal won! 
Now at God's right hand he fits, 
Till the dread appointed hour; 
When to judge the quick and dead, 

He ſhall come with mighty pow'r. 


Jzs8vs Maſter, give me grace, 

S8io to die and riſe with thee, 
As to have a bliſsful place 
On thy Right-cternally ! 


---.. - 


The CONVERSION of $. PAUL. 


I 


W 11k N Set of old, vidinmious ze), 


Purſued the Chriſtians and their Gop, 
From land to land enraged he goes; 
But JIxsus meets him on the road. 


Heaven 
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Heaven opens and celeſtial light 

Pours a bright deluge all around 
The flood breaks round his head and än 
The hs ms, ſinner to the OTH | 


When. lo! a wonucus: Fete is heard, 
* Saul ! Saul ! why perſecuting me?“ 
** Who art thou Lok D'? the wretch replies,” 
| And Jesvs anſwers ** OM hes br 
That Jesvs I, whoſe * add bs, 
By you is turned into ſcorn, 
„ Forbear : he madly lifts his foot; 
WWho at the 1 an * furn, 15 


Confounded, and 1 ne "PP : 


And tothe e voice reſign' d-: 
For with the voice a Heavenly power 


Had reached his heart and changed his . | 
6 


« What wouldſ: thou, O much * Lonp ? 
Command, I'm ready to obey, . ... 
* To do, to ſuffer — here I am * 


1 Thy pleaſure awful viſion ſay,” “ 


7 
LoRD with like power this day arreſt, 
Each ſinner in the aſſembly here: 
Deſcend and let the force once more, 


Of ee light and grace appear. ; OY. 
s ne 


We 8 when we view our crimes, 


How great the guilt! how vaſt the ſum 
Oh ! change our hearts, forgive our fins, - 


Co come Lox Jesvs, quickly come. | 
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For 4 FRIEND troubled in MIND. Gi 


An 
_ A! LMIGH 1 N Father, F nene, 
Do thou thine. ear in mercy lend, 
And hear a ſuppliant's cry: wel An 
My gloomy doubts and fears remove, An 


And, with thy mercy, grace, and love, Bel 
Be Loxp for ever l. e 5 


When on the War ow of deſpair, | 

My ſoul al: filled-with gloomy care, 
And every comfort fled ; 

Say to me with a cheering voice, 

* I am thy Gop” and A' rejoice, 
And raiſe my We e 


When Bens the narrow path Funn 
And take the pleaſing dang rous way, 
Thhat leads to endleſs Woe, | 
Do thou my Gop, my ſoul reſtore, 
Thy help l carneftly implore, 
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| For free wy mercies flow. 

h [ When 1 enjoy thy milie face, _ 76 7 = 8 
9 And taſte the ſweetneſs 1 thy grace, + |} Sm 
; j O Keep me humble, Lox! 40 Sur 
ij Teach me to walk with ſtricteſt care, Adc 
| And let me ſhun the tempter's ſnare. .. | 

1 Directed by thy word. "x4 8 
43 111 5 f 
When on the verge of life I IA Rill 


And view Eternity at hand, 


Do- 


h 
* 


(139 


Give me the Chriſtian hero's ſhield, | 
And make me victor in the fiel. 
 Thro' him who died to reign, 


And when the Arch-angel's trumpet ſounds, 
And thro” the realms of death reſounds, 
May I with tranſport riſe: . 
Behold the Judge my faithful friend, 
And joys commence, no more to ends. 
Above the ſtarry ſkies, „ 


% 


$$. ; | 
Dr. LowTn's Latin Ode imitated. 

„l ts {Th "3." | Lo alk | (ic F 
Lair art, my fair one, to your charms 


reſign, 


Its ſtudied ſolbles, and each vain deſign; 

Of glaſs and gauze, and tawdry dreſs beware; 

Paint, patches, and perfumes, oh ſpare! oh 

5 ſpare ! 13 | W fel IK: terns Pg) 

See how the ſpring, in beauties all it's own, 

Smiles oh how ſweet! in every dale and town, 

Surpaſſing far his Lordſhip's neat parterre, 

Adorned at vaſt expences through the year, 


L345 


See how the ſtreams from generous fountains 


: flow, | | 
Rill o'er the pebbles, murmuring as they go, 
: S 2 - Through 


(140) | TE . Tv 


Through winding channels, ſweep their courfe 
| along, | 
Wave ſwelling upon wave, as they paſs on. 


Hark! how the birds, in the firſt dawn or + 
wang... 
Shrill out their ſongs, make woods and groves 
to fring, X 
Unthought they ſwell, they ſtrain their little | 
throats, 
And doubly pleaſe with unconcerted notes. | 


If art, in you, no mimic charms be tray, 
A thouſand graces round your features play; 
But if, by ſham device you would impoſe, : 
Pure naked love will your baſe wiles expoſe, | - 
Let no proud hand your hair in ringlets bind, 
Drop no falſe curls to dangle in the wind, 
Let ſparks no more irradiate your ear, 
No vile perfumes your lovely locks beſinear, 
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1 lovely! oh how lovely neat indeed! 
Fair Egypt's Queen's by far they do exceed. | 
Tho' her's be rank'd amidſt the ſtarry choir, = -1 


And round her ruby neck dart rye of fire, 


Wich artleſs thee, no Juno can compare, | A. 
Shou'd ſhe aſſume thy very ſhape and air, 
Diſplay thy charms in all their beauteous kinds, 
And ſport thy undeck'd treſſes to the winds, 


An 
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Abu: deſtructive ſource of ev'ry ill, 

That marrs the path to virtue's dear abode, 

Adieu O thou, that captivates my will, 
And ſteals my ſoul rebellious from her Gp. 


Huw n thou lure, wich falſe perfidious 
will, IA 
My youthful mind an fleeting joys to gaze, 
My youthful] heart how treach'rouſſy beguile, 
Thoughtleſs to ſtray in folly's fatal maze? 


Too lightly varaiſh'd o'er the tinſel glare, 
Betrays the rueful rottenneſs within ; 
The diſtant view of anxious ſad deſpair, 

Gives to ſuſpect the hapleſs fate of ſin,” 


How many thouſands, by thy cunning loſt, 
How many millions, by thy frauds deceiv'd, 
In dreary darkneſs tread the gloomy coaſt,  - 
And mourn thoſe truths they falſe believ'd! 
No more thy tranſient joys my ſoul ſhall fire, 
No more thy pleaſures cheat my youthful 
„ N n n 
Farewell the raptures of each wild deſire, 
And hail the bliſs of contemplation ſage! 


All hail the ſober, ſerious, thinking mind! 
That taſtes ſerene the joys of virtuous life; 
Deaf to each lure to each enticement blind, 


That ſhares no folly, and that feels no ſtrife; 


Give 
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Give O benign] with thee henceforth to tread, 


The future years which fate man deign be- 
ſtow ; 
Whether at ES in pleaſure's flow! ry mead, 


Or midſt the nods wilds Lo anxious woe E 


The TULIP and FIOUET, 
From THEODOSIAs Poems, | 
OE E Wh 8 Tulip rife, 
And to the ſun her leaves diſplay, 


My fancy gives her voice and. eyes, 
And thus the boaſter ſeems to ſay, 


1 Qudeen of the gay parterre I reign, 


© My glowing dyes, how bright they ſhine ! 1 


* The flow'rs unfold their bloom in vain, 
No flow r has charms to equal mine, 


By nature meant for regal ſway, 

Tall and majeſtic I appear; 

* Ye ſubject tribes, your Queen obey, - 
TY My high command ſubmiſſive hear. 


When I. unfold my e bloom, 
* And to the noon my beauties ſpread; 
Let no aſpiring flow'r preſume, _ 
Near me to lift her abjecÞ head, of 


The 


W 
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The flowers are ſilent while ſhe ſpeaks, 
And only bluſh to hear her- pride. 85 

The filence when a Violet breaks, . 

Thar crept, unheeded by her Aae. 


«* Thy arrogance, imperious flow 1. 
To real worth hath made thee blind; 

** Thy vaunted beauties of an hour, 
* are charms of an inferior Kind. 


« From thee no fengravne ola tle, - 
Neo healing gifts thy leaves beftow, * 
The flow'rs thou view'ſt with ſcorn beneath, 

Can more Provence to merit "Ew, * 


* 


6 © The Cowſlip! s virtues, ably my own, 
Let man} let grateful man confeſs ; _ 

© To him our real worth is known, be” 
Thee he admires but for ty dreſs. 25 


The friendly hint, ye litt · ning fair, 
| Reflection bids the muſe apply; 
1 uſeful virtues be your care, 
* boaſt your power to pleaſe the eye. 


* 
— * 


The PICTURE of 0LD 40 E. 
| 1 Mr. 1 M. 4. 


M Y ſon, attentive hear the OLE of truth , 
ember thy CREATOR in thy youth, + 
Ere days of pale adverfity appear, 
And age and ſorrow fill the groomy year, 

XY. When 


4 
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When wearied with vexation, thou ſhalt ſay, 

No reſt by night I know, no joy by day.“ 
Ere the bright ſoul's enlighten'd pow'rs wax 

Ere reaſon, memory, and fancy fail, 

But care ſucceeds to care, and pain to pain, 

As clouds urge clouds, returning after rain: 

Ere yet the arms unnerv'd and feeble grow, 

The weak legs tremble, and the looſe knees 


Ws; 2 | 1 "= 2 
Ere yet the grinding of the teeth is o'er,” 
And the dim eyes behold the ſun no more. 
Ere yet the pallid lips forget to ſpek, 
The gums are toothleſs, and the voice is weak, 
Reſtleis he riſes when the lark he hears, 
Vet ſweeteſt muſic fails to charm his ears. 
A ſtone, a hillock turns his giddy brain, 
Appall'd with fear he totters o'er the plain; 
And as the Almond-tree white flow'rs diſplays, 
His head grows hoary with the length of days, 
As leanneſs in the graſhopper prevails, 
So ſhrinks his body and his ſtomach fails; 
Doom'd to the grave, his laſt long home to go, 
The mourners march along in ſolemn woe; 
Ere yet life's ſilver cord is ſnapt in twain, : 
Ere broke the golden bowl that holds the brain, 
Ere broke the pitcher at the fountful heart, 
Or life's wheel ſhiver'd and the ſoul depart, 
Then ſhall the duſt to native earth be giv'n, 
The ſoul ſhall ſoar ſublime, and wipg its way 


to hgav'n., 
5 The 
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1 KE O P eee 
By the Rev. Mr. Don. of LF 


Mz: ERCY, oh mercy, Lonp, with hum: | 
ble heart, 
For thy known pity's ſake, mercy l pray! | 
Eoundleſs 1 in tender mercies as thou art, 
Take, Lord, oh take yy Toll! offenes a- 


! 


Oh, from my toons s guilt, waſh, dente 

my ſoul, r 
Remove, dear Father, each defiling 7 

Guilty, oh, guilty,—Loxb Lon che whole; 
1e, I feel it—all excuſe is vain. 25 


Againſt thee, Lonp, ey'n thee have 1 trans- =: 
greſſ d; 
Lo ſelf. convicted, before thee fall! 7 1:68 a 
Juſt are thy words: their truth is thus con- 
feſs'd, 
, are thy deen ofinmprs are we 
0 Gi ie 
Prone to * or e' er to birth I came, 
My mother when conceiving gave me guilt: 
Shapen in ſin was my corrupted frame 
When in the womb that wond' rous frace. Wes: 
built. 
6930 
But thou, of purer eyes FLA guilt to viewp, 
Thou wilt accept the ſoul's ſincere deſire: 
Pardon the paſt; the humbled heart renew; 
And wiſdom by thy ſecret one inſpire. 
1 Then 


( 146 ) 


Then liſten to my cry, and oh my Gop ! 
Purge me with hyſop, and I pure ſhall grow, 
Waſh me, foul Leper in thy myſtic blood, 
And whiter I ſhall be than whiteſt ſnow: 


Again the voice of gladneſs let me ers 
Thy voice of pard'ning love for it is ſweet. 
The ſoul dejected ſo ſhalt thou uprear, _ 
. The a 5 which cruſh'd, lies trembling at 
my tot. 3 . | 


Hide from my ſins, the objects of thy hate, 
Oh, hide thy face and blot them from thy 
- "13+ die:: | a $7 

A clean heart, Gop of grace, in me create, 
Anda right ſpirit in my ſoul renew 


f 


From thy lov'd preſence, let me not be driv'n, 
Let me not loſe thy bleſſed ſpirit's aid. 

Again the joy of thy ſalvation giv'n, — 
Uphold, ſupport, ſuſtain my ſoul diſmay'd ! 


Then of thy pardoning mercy ſatisfy'd, 
Thy pardoning mercy loud will I proclaim: 
So ſhall tranſgreſſors, taught by me, confide 


In thy compaſſion ; — turn, and bleſs thy 


name. 


Ah, my ſoul ſhudders — from the guilt of 
blood ! EW 
Oh from blood guiltineſs deliver me! 
Oh Gop deliver — my falvation's Gop ; 
And praiſe unceaſing, will I pay to thee, 


Permit 


Pe 


H 
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Permit my lips, now clos'd by guilt and ſhame, 
Thy pardoning love, IEHOVAH, to exprels : 
Then to the liſt'ning world Pll tell thy name, 
Proclaim thy praiſe, and ſing thy righteouſ- 


nent. . 


For crimes like mine no offrings can'atone, 
The gift of outward facrifice is vain : 


Could theſe avail, before thy righteous throne, 
| Whole hecatombs I gladly would have ſlain. 


The contrite ſpirit, and the ſighs ſincere, 
IO from the broken, bleeding heart a- 
riſe : 55 
To thee more pleaſing ſacrifices are; 
Are gifts, my Gon, which thou wilt not 
deſpiſe. 


Hear then, and ſave ! and to thy people, Loxd, 
Thy ſaving mercy graciouſly extend; | 

Oh, let our Zion live in thy regard, 
The walls of our Jeruſalem defend! 


So ſhall the righteous to thy temple go, ) In 
And joyful bring their ofPring and their 

| praiſe : , 

So ſhall the blood of lambs in plenty flow ; 
And incenſe from thy alter copious blaze 
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LI. F E is a journey from the womb, 
Thro' various perils to the tomb. 
With trifles pleas'd in harmleſs play, 
WMWe paſs our morning hours away: 
Of Sciance next th' aſcent ſublime, 
With painful ſteps we ſtrive to climb; 
A guide preceding points the way, 
Whom with reluctance we obey. 
Now Pleaſure tempts with treach'rous ſmiles, 
Her dupes unpractis'd in her wiles;, 
Where e'er we turn our wondring eyes, 
A thouſand beauteous proſpects riſe.; 
The fields adorn'd with flow'rs look gay. 
And ſmooth and pleaſant ſeems the way: 
The joyous birds in every grove, 
Tune their melodious throats to love ; 
A chearful ſmile all nature wears, 
And in her faireſt robes appears: 
But ah! not long theſe pleaſures laſt, 
Half of our journey ſoon is paſt : 
Beneath the Sun's Meridian heat, 
Fatigu'd with faintly toil and ſweat : 
Thro' mazy ways, and Gulphs profound, 
We paſs with dangers compaſs'd round; 
On ſlipp*ry paths uncertain tread ; 
And Adverſe ſtorms our courſe impede. 
Nou riſing miſts obſcure our way, 
And erring we at random ſtray. 4 


5 


Anon 
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Anon on ſchemes of wealth intent, 
Wie climb Ambition's ſteep aſcent, 
Above eur fellow-tray'lers riſe, 
And view them with diſdainful eyes. 
Approaching near our journey's end, 
Beneath a weight of cares we bend, 
With tott'ring ſteps creep ſlowly on, 
(Our former ftrength and vigour gone) 
No longer warbling birds delight 
The ear, or verdant plains the ſight, _ 
Groves pleaſe no more, unheeded now, 
Thro' flow'ry vales the river flow: 
Of life the tireſome journey paſt, 
We drop into the tomb at laſt; 
Great Inn where all our ſorrows ceaſe, 


And Kings with Peaſants reſt in peace. 


« © 


* 


RESIGNATION, A POEM 
LIT raſh repiners ſtand appalt'd, | 
And in thy mercies truſt, 


Whoſe abje& ſouls, like Demons dark, 
Are murm'ring in the duſt : 


For man to murmur, or repine, 
At aught that thou haſt done, 
Is as abſurd as to complain, 
Of darkneſs in the ſun, 


Who wou'd not, with a heart at eaſe, 
Bright eyes, unclouded brow, 
- Goodneſs and wiſdom at the helm, 
The rougheſt ocean plough, | 
8 What 


* 
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What tho' I'm ſwallow'd in the deep? ? 


Tho' mountains o'er me roar ? 


| Fehovab reigns, as Jonah ſafe. 
I'm landed, and adore! 


Thy will is welcome, let it wear 
It's moſt tremendous form? 


Roar waves! rage winds! I know that thou 
Cans't ſave by a ſtorm. | 


Haſte reſignation, from the fields, 
Where mounted on the wing, 
A wing of flame! bleſt Martyrs ſouls 
Aſcended to their King. 


Who! is it calls thee ; one whoſe end 
Tranſcends the common ſize ? 

Who ſtands in fropt againſt the foe, 
To which none qual riſe: | 


In front he ſtands, the brink he treads 


Of an eternal ſtate : 
How dreadful his appointed paſt, ' 
How ſtrongly arm'd by fate. 


His threatning foe ? what ſhadows deep, 
O'erwhelm his gloomy brow ? 

His dart tremendous ! — at fourſcore, 

My ſole Aſylum g thou! 


$ Reſignation. | | 
HYME N 14 L 
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Y YME N14 L CAUTION. 


In youth's gay bloom, ye lovely fair, 

 Whilft eaſe, and affluence baniſh care; 
You, in ſoft pleaſures, waſte the day, 
Amidſt the debonair and gay 
With candour read, and care attend, 
Theſe gentle ſtrictures of a friend; 
Which well obſerv'd, ſecure you'll tread, 
By conſcious peace, and virtue lead, 
Of life. the tragi-comic ſtage, _ 

| Amidſt 2 vain, licentious age. — 


Shun — the weak Fop whote only care, | 
Is to adjuſt his dreſs, and air; 
Who ſelf-enamour'd, ne'er to you® 
Reſpect, or tenderneſs can ſhew. 
The rattle, rake, and debauchee, 
Who place their bliſs in luxury; 
In taverns, ſtews, and ſports, and noiſe, 
Averſe to calm, domeſtic ; Joys. | 


The Infidel. whoſe daring aim, 

Is all religion to defame; | * WY 
_ Whe'll vow, proteſt, his honour plight, - 
'Then laugh to ſcorn each ſacred rite. | 


The plodding cit, whoſe anxious and, 
To ſtocks and trade alone confin'd 
The arts of pleaſing muſt deteſt, 
When of your wealth, and you polleſt. 


The ſportſman rude, and ſullen clown, i 
Whole fe atures ever wear a frown ; 
Whoſe 
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Wboſe vulgar ways, and aukward mien, 
Excite diſguſt and raiſe the ſpleen. 
Each ſordid wretch, who hopes in vain, 
'Your hearts by ſettlements to ain, 
Rates female merit, wit and enſe,” 2 
By pounds, by ſhillings, and by. Fenpe. 


Detecting theſe with all their wiles, 
Affected compliments, and ſmiles; 
"Whene'er you condeſcend to wed, 
Chooſe for the partner of your bed ; 
Whom virtue, and religion guide, 
From theſe extreams of vice, and pride ; 
Deſcended from a worthy line, 

In perſon, graceful (if not fine,) 

By happy nature form'd to pleaſe, 

By blending dignity with caſe; 

Diſereetly gay, politely bred, 

In men and ſcience duly read, | 

You or your friends to entertain, 

With ſerious or amuſing vein : 

Io gain reſpect in public life. 

To ſhun in private petty ſtrife : 

By counſel aid, by reaſon ſway, - 9 

As love, and duty point the way : 

Your views enlarge, your taſtes "lh 
And fit your ſouls for yoys divine. 


When ſuch bright youths attrack yu 
choice, 

Regardleſs of the public voice, 

Or wealth, or ſtate, thoſe tinſel things, 

From whence no real comfort ſprings; 


Health 


e 
* Health, peace, and competence” you 
Are all you can enjoy bel 1 4 
Of theſe ſecure, with thoſe you prize, 
The art of Coquetry deſpiſe; 181 ect 
With gen'rous warmth their ſuits approve, 
For love alone can cheriſh love; | 2 
That tender ſympathy inſpire, 
And mutual fervour of deſire, 6 
Which ſanctify the nuptial ritm 
With conſtant, and ſerene delight; 
Make each revolving period ſweet, 
And bliſs, if bliſs on earth, complete. 


Th CO NL AIN TRE YR OO 


<#$ .£ 


: B Y diſappointments and afflictions ſore; 

Theron dejected, could refrain no more; 

Unguarded now to fad deſpair gave way, 
And tho! a Chriſtian, thus was heard to ſay; 


Unhappy ſure 1s my peculiar fate, 
Such ſorrows mine, as words can ſcarce relate: 
Each ſtage of life ſupplies the bitter cup, © 
One trouble o'er, another ſoon ſtarts up; 
And when I fondly fancy this the laſt, 
The next more ſharp, obliterates the paſt... 
In vain for quiet have I form'd fair ſchemes, 
All prov'd abortive, all deluſive dreams; 

Still foreign or domeſtic cares intrude, © | 
With adverſe threats too big to be withſtood: 


* Sjghall 
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Shall then no peace my lengthen'd years attend 

Muſt they bring. broils too, and in contefts end? 

Did my great maker only give me breath, 

But that I might be Jooking out for death ? 

Or was I merely born the weight to bear, 

Of ev'ry preſſure malice can prepare, | 

How baſely treated both by friends and foes 

Oppreſs'd by theſe, and firſt betray'd by thoſe, 

What pleaſing image from events unſeen 

Can the mind raiſe when ſuch the paſt have 
| o | 

E'en hope itſelf no longer can beguile, 

When they give anguiſh whom we caus'd to 
| misses Cree 

Shocking the ſight of inſolent parade, 

Men by perfidious ſpoils important made. 

Shall hypocrites ſtill triumph with ſucceſs ? 

And the fincere be always in diſtreſs? 

Shall ev'ry ill perplex an honeſt breaſt, | 

While to the vicious life's'one conſtant feaſt ? 


Such were the ſtrains, and ſuch was Thrron's 
grief? 2 
Nor aught alas! on earth cou'd give relief: 
Then twas,— Religion lent her timely aid, 
And then her pow'rful influence diſplay*d ; 
A truly cordial drop ſent from the ſkies, 
But l. — and ev'ry diſmal phantom dies : 
Her dictates now. a juſt impreſſion made; 
Nor dares a meaner thought their room invade. 
© Reptile in reaſon, thus no more repine, 
Renounce thy faith, or to thy Gop reſign; 
Learn thy Redeemer's precepts to purſue. 
And keep his great example till in view. 


Whate'er 


5 
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Whate'er thy lot, tis from a hand divine ; 
The effort, not of chance, but wiſe deſign; 3 ll 
That being which bid all exiſtence be, 9 
Does 1 5 right, and knows what's beſt. for q 
ee „ 1 

Kiſs then the rod ho med'cine of the ſoul, | 
Paſſions without it were without'controul ; 
A treach'rous heart, elated by ſucceſs, 
How prone, reflect, to ev'ry wild excels. 
Oh ! give the nobler faculties their cope, 
And fix on an eternity thy hope; 

- Maintain thy poſt, be faithful to thy truſt, 
And humbly wait the bleſſings of the juſt. 
Soon ſhifted will theſe ſcenes of ſorrow be; 
And thou for ever from thy influence free; 
The trials which on Adam's offspring wait, 
May only fit thee for a better ſtate; 
Nor ſeen, nor heard, nor does the heart con- 

ceive, 
The plenitude of joys WY Heav'n can give. 
If ſacred truths inſpir'd the ſoaring mind. 
In ev'ry croſs thou wouldſt a comfort find. 
The ſenſualiſt's low blandiſhments deſpiſe, 
And ftretch with ardour for th' unfading prize ; 
That prize obtain'd, how light will then" p- 
ar, 
A tranſient term of fleeting mis'ries here ! 
Forgotten they, and all this globe a ſcroll, - 
When oo. and in her þ th nn 
Ou 

Its body vaniſh'd, and its VARY refiti'd, 
(The goſpel then fulfil'd) and pure as mind; 
Feaſting, unſated, on celeſtial fa 
And crown'd with bliſs which Saint and Angels 


ſhare: 
V2 | Man's 
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Man's tate below his virtue is to prove. 1 
Tis but a paſſage to the realms above; 


Tho? hard the journey, and tho“ dark the way, jo 


Twill ſafely end 1 in an N ay. 5 


ROO 
On WATCHFULNESS. 


| Wor Angeln finn'd, and. ſhall not Man 


beware? 

Ho ſhall a ſon of a Ee the ſnare # | 
Not folded arms and ſlackneſs of the mind, 
Can promiſe for the ſafety of mankind : 

None are ſupinely good, thro' care and pain. 
And various arts, the ſteep aſcent we gain. 
This is the ſeat of combat, not of reſt̃;; 
Man's 1s laborious happineſs at beſt, 
On this ſide death his dangers never ceaſe - 


His joys are joys of conqueſt, not of peace. |; 


4 Hymn a SI CX N E * | 


A LT H & diſcaſe infects my breaft,” 
And chills each vital part, 
And nature droops by pains PENS: 
Unremedied by art. FAY 
No balmy medicines health reſtore, ' 
To this frail maſs of clay, 
FR ſacred will Þ1! yet adore, 
Who gives and takes away.“ 


* 


* 


* * 0 


gt > 
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Remorſeleſs leave the joys on earth, 1 
Nor at the loſs repine, wy 
Since nature's awful ſecond birth, wy 
Will raiſe me to divine.” © brn4. 


For he on high nnen reigns, 
Bleſt author of my meed 

He, who to expiate all my tains," 

On Calv'ry deign'd to bleed. 


This precious faith my ſoul ſufleins, — 
Makes e' en aMliftion light, IX. 
To pleaſure changes all my pains, 0 - 

And ſickneſs to hath hg Fe at. n 


My penſive mind with ae thrills, 
Whilſt thus involy'd'in woe, 

And mitigates the pungent ills, 
Which torture life below. > 7 


While I the . * ſhare, 2 


This prelibation brings; | | 
The world's diminiſh'd. comfort's are, Ye” | 
Vain unengaging things. . | i 


wp 


No boding terrors can the grave, 1 
My ſoul reſigned give, © Se i 
Since bleſs'd EMANUEL ! died to fave, . 
And roſe that I might live. NINE. 


In union with th' Angelic choir, _ | | | 
Eternal anthems ſing ; | 
And proſtrate, render due FOES 
To Heaven's all gracious king. | 


(158) 
Wuilſt hope diſpels the chilling gloom, 
And ſooths the pangs of death, 


I long to meet my final doom, 
And yield * N * 


5 


— % 


The DMONITT TON WISDOM. 


Prov. 23. 


G IV Er me thine heart, my much-lov'd for; 


My voice with diligence attend: 
Impure deſire, I warn thee ſhun, 
And veſtal-chaſte thy mind defend 


Lewd Women elſe may turn thy feet 
And lead thee, careleſs quite aſtray. 

Falſe, as the dreary, latent pit, 
Sunk in the nighted pilgrim's way. 


Near Pleaſure's flowery path, for ſouls, 
An eaſy prey—in wait ſhe lies: 
vage and pitileſs, ſhe trolls, 
With keen deſtruction arin'd her pen! ! 


To guard thee from that e 
And urge thee, ardent ro ue 
Fair Virtue luke *s envenom'd fource, 

The monſter Drunkennefs review 


He, grov'ling peſt of antient times 

The dire diſgrace of later years! 
The goad to moſt flagitious Tries, 

The fruitful ipring of ſhame and tears! 
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By foul intemp e begot- 
On the groſs Harlot Gluttony, 
To low abaſement dooms the 
To wretched want, and — 


Sorrow and woe to whom redound? 1 * 
Contentions, brawls and cruel ſtrife? | BY 
The eye inflam'd, the ſelf-ſought 1 = 
And every bar to focial life ? 1 
1 
To whom !—to thoſe—the ſordid throng, Wl 
Who, with the appetite of Swine, "40 
At the high banquet tarry lang, OI 
And greedy quaff the mingled Wine! 55 Wl 


Ah! look not on't, tho* Tyrian hues - 
Give it the pureſt. purple glow! 

Ah think, how oft uch witching views, 
Have wrought a fearful overthrow !- 


Leſa ills the ſerpent's bite imparts, 
Than the inebriate ſoul ſurround ; 
Leſs baleful death the adder darts, 


Than flows the mantling glaſs around. | | 


For — la, th'.effe& — by wine ſubverſt, 
By madneſs ſciz'd the noiſy brain 
Then luſt, and turpid ſenſe accurſt 


A free unguarded entrance gain. 


Eager, wild looks of erring joy, 
Shall ſhameleſs wantons then ſurvey ; 
Jeſts moſt obſcene. the zongue employ ; 
Thoughts all deprav'd the! heart betray. 


Reiterate 


( 160 ) 


Reiterate frequent theſe attacks, — | 

And who, begun, cou'd yet forbear Bri 
No more th enfeebled mind reflects 

No more remonſtrance rules the ear. | | 


In dull intoxication drown'd, 
On nobler themes no more they feed oY 
But ſluggiſh careleſſneſs profound, 
And vicious apathy ſucceed. . 


As who, onthe wide wat'ry deep, 
Reckleſs his lazy limbs ſhou'd lay; 

There ſeck repoſe, and balmy R 
"Tho? rough waves o er him roaring piay: 


Or on the talleſt topling maſt, 
Of tome huge Admiral make his bed... 
While Neptune dreads the thund'ring blaſt 
And tempeſts bellow round his head. 


Steep'd in the very lees of ſenſe, 
Thus ſtupefaction's ſons remain: 
Thus threatning evils urge defence, 
Bur threat, and urge, and all in vain, 


| Nay, tho? each cenſure ſcandal knows, 

Tho? every ridicule they prove; 

Tho” baſe affronts, and baſer blows, 
A due nn to move. 


Inſenſibility preſides, 
Slow ftupor faſcinates their minds, 


And loſt in life the beſt of guides, 
A weak good nature ever blinds. 


When 


Fs 


Co 


i „ 


When darkſome night hath quench'd the ſun, 
Swill'd the full draught, no longer men; 

Fair morn, the wiſh again begun, 
But to repeat the draught again. 


Then oh my child, deteſt their crimes, _ 

And flee the folly and the ſhame! 

Contagious luſt, avoid betimes, 
Nor ever drink till wine inflame.“ 


. 


ä 
TIME G CHANGE. 
See EeclgsiAsx. 9. and cloſe of the 11 C. | 


R E A D E R, if fond of wonder and ſur- 
rize, . W e e 
Behold in me ten thouſand 188 5 TE | 
Shou'd I appear quite partial to my cauſe, 
Shout my 508 vale, 5 Aude e, 
Do not impeach my modeſty and ſenfe, ' _ 
Nor deem my character a vain pretence. | __ 
Know then, I beaſt an origin and date, 
Coeval with the Sun — without a mate, 
An offspring I produce in number more, 
Than all the crouded ſands which form che 
more. 1 e 
But what tranſcends belief, my precious breed 
Expire when born — yet my departed ſeed, 
Enter, like ſpectres with commiſhon'd pow'r, 
The ſecret chamber at the midnight hour; 


n Pervade 
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Pervade alike the palace and the ſhed, * Go 


The ſtateſman's cloſet, and the ruſtick's bed] Im 
Serene and ſweet, like envoys of the ſkies, - Go 
To all the good, the virtuous, and the wiſe; Th 
But to the vicious breaſt, remorſe they bring, Th 
And bite like ſerpents, or like ſcorpions ſting. Qu 
Being to arts and ſciences I give, 6 
By me they riſe thro' infancy, and live; - Th 
By me meridian excellence difplay, Kir 
And, like Autumnal fruits, by me decay; W. 
When poets and when painters are no more, SO 
And all the feuds of rival wits are o'er, - Th 
*Tis mine to fix their merit and their claim; 

I judge their works to darkneſs, or to fame. 4 
I am a monarch, whoſe victorious hands, * 
No craft eludes, no human pow'r withſtands. Eit 
My annals prove ſuch mighty actions done, But 
As ſhame the puny feats of Philip's ſon. + Ha 
But tho a King; I ſeldom ſway alone, + In 
The Goddeſs Fortune often ſhares my throne : An 
The human eye detects our blended rule; 3 
Here we exalt a knave, and there a fool, Th 
Lovers to us addreſs their fervent pray'r, _ Th 
Tis ours to ſoften, or ſubdue the fair. 9 Th 
We now like Angels ſmile and now deſtroy, (Fo 
Now bring, or blaſt, the long expected joy. Is 8 
At our fair ſhrine ambitious Churchmen bow, Stil 
And crave the mitre to adorn their brow. WM 
60 Ane 


1 7 + Alexander the Great. 
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Go to the Inns of Court — the learned drudge, 
Implores our favour, to commente a judge. 
Go and conſult the ſons of Varwick-lane, 
They own our pow'r, and they adore our reign, 
Their's is the Gold, tis true, but all men ſee, 0 
Qur right is better founded to the fee. 1 


*Tis thus all ſublunary things we guide, 
Thus o'er your natal planets we preſide. 
Kingdoms and Kings are ours — to us they fall, 
We carve their fortunes, and diſpoſe of all. 
So various are our gifts, ſo free our voice, 
That coblers fit expectant of our choice, 


But ſince my colleague is a fickle friend, 
Abjure my colleague, and on me depend. 
Either ſhe's blind or fees with partial eyes; 
Either ſhe grants amiſs, or ſhe denies. | 
But I, who ſcorn the ſlaves, that wear her chain, 
Hate the capricious meaſures of her brain ; 
In ev'ry good and ev'ry grace excell, 
And ſeldom fail their hopes, who uſe me well. 


Let tho' in me a brighter treaſure ſhines, 
Than ever glitter'd in Peruvian mines; 
Tho' men to my indulgent favours owe, 
The permanence of every joy below ; 
(For man's beſt tenure, as the laws agree, 
Is all a perquiſite deriv'd from me) 
Still man's my foe ! ungrateful man! I ſay, 
Who meditates my murther ev'ry day. 
What various ſcenes of death do men prepare, 
And what aſlaſlination plots the fair 


X 2 But 


(164) 


| But when my vengeance ſha}{ their guilt pur- 
fue, 


And oh | what vengeance to ſuch guilt is due i 
They ſhall with bleeding hearts lament their 


fate, 
And curſe their folly, when it proves too lace. 
While they are bleft beyond the powers of 

; thought, 

Who weigh my gifts, and prize them as they 
| ought : 

Who know, that Lam always on my wings, 
And nevet ſtay in compliment to Kings: 
Who wiſely therefore, with collected might, 
Attend my pinions, and i improve my flight : 
Or, if perchance they loiter'd in the race. 
Chide their ſlow fooſteps, and renew their pace: 
Theſe, theſe are wiſdom's fons! whoſe fouls 

hall riſe, 
Above the boundaries of created fkies ; 
Shall live, when empires fail, as fail they muſt, 


And all their cloud-capt towers be moulder'd = 


into duſt. 


TE DEU LAUDAMUS. 


To celebrate Janovan' 8 fame, 
And praiſe his great, his wond'rous name, 
Let us our voices raiſe ; | 
Awake my lyre and gentle lute, 
Nor let one grateful ſtring be mute, 
But all reſound with praiſe. 
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Let earth, in Fvimpatherie ſtrain, : 
Extol the bleſſings of his reign, . 
Let Angels join the ſong, - 
Let Heav'n and all the ſtars, that roll 
About the north, or fouthern pole, 
The harmony prolong. 


Hark ! how the heavenly Seraphs fing, 
Hail, holy, holy, holy, Kine, 

- Eternal Gop alone! 

Haſte, join the lay ye heav*nly plains, 

W . cloath'd with Majeſty he deigne, 

To fix his ſplendid throne. 


Hark ! how the Apoſtolic choir, 
To praiſe him toueh the vocal lyre ; 

Whilſt martyrs tune their throats ; 
Whilſt, through the world diſpers'd abroad, 
The boly church extols her Go, é 

In lofty, ſounding notes. 2 


Thee they proclaim — Father of light, 

With glory crown'd, of matchleſs raight, 
On thee the nations call; 

With joy they own thy bleſſed Son, 

With what the HoLy Gnos r has done, 
The comforter of all. 


Thee Cunxisr, th' eternal ſon they ſing, 
Thee they extol the glorious Kino, 
With ſhouts and loud acclaim ; 
When 1n the ſpotleſs Virgin's womb, | 
For men devoted to the tomb, 
Thou took'ſt an human frame: 
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When death, terrific King, o'erthrown, - 


Thou ſhewd'ſt to us, diſtreſt forlorn, 
To heav'nly bliſs the way; | 

Where ſhining with a glorious crown, 

Thou fitteſt on thy Father's throne, 
The judge whom all obey, 


For this, with praiſe we thee adore, 

For this thy God-head we implore, 
To hear thy ſervant's prayer, 

For whom, (of love O matchleſs ſign) 

Thou did'ſt thy precious blood refign, 
To free from black deſpair. 


Advance us to the bleſt abode, 

Where ſpirits of the juſt and good, 

| Before thy Altars kneel; 

Teach us to know thy ſacred word, 

And teach thy heritage, O Lord, 
The dictates of thy will. 


Thy acts we day by day proclaim, 
Thy glory is our conſtant theme, 
To thee our praiſes flow; 
Vouchſafe to view us from on high, 
And guard us with a watchful eye, 
Whilſt here we dwell below. 


Vouchſafe to chear our wand'ring mind, 


Let us in thee our ſuccour find, 
Almighty Lord of hoſts: - 
Guard us with thy protecting wings, 


And bring to nought, O KING of KIN ds, 


The baughty Heathen's boaſts. * 
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7 0 B, CHAPTER, &.. 


W 17 H woes oerborne, abandon'd by re re- 
3 
In diſmal accents Jos expreſs'd his ggf; 
His boſom heav'd with unavailing ſighs. 
Then breath'd in vain theſe fad, theſe mournful | 
cries: wh 
So loud his plaint, ſo heavy was the found, ; | ; | | 
1 
0 
| 


That moan for moan the ecchoing ſkies reſound,. 


— 


—— 


** Curft be the day when Arft view'd WM | 
'- 1 +) 

And curſt again he that nter night, 

When firſt my form to mortal ſight was ſhewn, 


— —— 


When firſt my birth to glad ning friends was 
known: 

Cucſt be the time with more than Stygian 
gloom, 


and death's dark ſhadows be it's lonely doom. 


Let not th' Almighty from kid throne on bigh, 
On thoſe void minutes caſt a gracious eye; 
Let them receive an everlaſting blot, 

From others lie unnotic'd and forgot, 

Becauſe they gave my birth no juſt reſtraint, 
Nor drew the veil o'er Torrows ſad complaint, 
Why dy'd I not, ere nature gave me fight, . 
Or brought the ſtruggling infan ant into light * 


Why did * breaſts prevent my panting 
breat 
Or knees oppoſe the giddy ſwoons of death ? 


Then 
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Then had I been by no fad woes , 
But in deep ſlumbers took eternal reſt, 
With Kings and Rulers long before expir'd,, 
* ſick of life, had to the duſt retir d. 


With Princes, who in ſhining hoards excel 4 
Or births, which never parents yet beheld? - 
There to diſturb mankind the wicked ceaſe, 
The weary reſt, the troubled are at peace. 

The pris'ners there enjoy unbroken ſleep, 


Still unoppreſt, and ſtill unus'd to weep. 


There fate alike to mortal race is juſt, _ 
There hgh, there low wy mould'ring in the 
du 


lives to weep the fadly tortur'd ſoul, 
To fuck the dregs of life's W bowl ? 
Why for too partial death does man complain, 
Why call ſo oft, and why ſo oft in vain ? 


Why mongſt the ſons of happineſs is found, 

The wretch whom Gop with-,woes has hedg'd 
around? 1 

For ſwelling cares at firſt approach of morn, 

Like torrents rage, unable to be horne; 

And 1 which fill'd me * with tim rous 
d 

Like burſting thunders crackle o'er m T] head. 


Scarce happy days, or Joyous times Iknew, 
Or pleafure's ſandſcapes open'd to my view; 
When ſafety ſetting, robb'd, me of it's fi ght, 
And woe's pale eve brought on the dk 


ſhades of night. 


An 


An. 
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An HyMN 70 C 0 NT E N T ME N "a 
4 By Dr. PARNELL. 1 


| Lovzry laſting peace of mind; 
Sweet delight of human kind! -- - 
Heav'nly born and bred on high, + 
To crown the fav'rites of the Sky, 
With more of happineſs below 
Than victors in a triumph know! 
Whither, O whither art thou fled 
To lay thy meek contented head! 
What happy region doſt thou pleaſe 
To make the ſeat of calm and eaſe. 


Ambition ſearches all its ſphere, | 
Of pomp and ſtate to meet thee there. 
Increaſing avarice would find © 
Thy preſence in its gold inſhrin d. 
The bold advent'rer ploughs his way | 

Thro' rocks amidſt the foaming ſea, 
To gain thy love; and then perceives ' 
Thou wert not-in the rocks and waves. 
The ſilent heart which grief aſſails, 
Treads ſoft and loneſome o'er the vales, 7 
Sees daiſies open; rivers run, | 
And ſeeks (as I have vainly done) 


— 


"a 4 


Amuſing thought, but learns to know J \ 


That Solitude's the nurſe of woe. 


No real happineſs is found 
In trailing purple on the ground: 
Or in a ſoul exalted hi 1 
To range the circuit of the Sky, | 
N Converſe 


— 
— 
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| To pleaſe my car, and court 1 ſong: 155 


„ 


Converſe with ſtars above, and know | 


All nature in its forms below; 

The reſt it ſeeks, in ſeeking dies 

And doubts at lift for knowledge riſe. 
Lovely, laſting peace, appear! — 
This worid irſelf, if thou art here = 

Is once again. with Eden bleſſ ! 

And man Contains it in his breaſt. 


"Twas 7 as under ſhade. I ſtood; 


* 


I ſung my wiſhes to the wood, 


And, loſt, in thought, no more perceived 
The branches whiſper. as they wav d:; 


It ſeemid as all the quiet place 
Confeſſ d the preſence of the grace. 


When thus ſhe ſpoke ** go, rule thy will, 

Bid thy wild paſſions all: be: ſtill; 

Know: God and bring thy heart ta know 

The joys which from religion flow: FR 21 

Then every grace ſhall prove its: gueſt, ö 


| And Fil bel there to crown the reſet” + * 1 


Ohl. by-yender moſſy ſeats, 
In my hours of ſwoet retreat, 
Might I thus my hours: employ; 


With ſenſe of gratitude and joy, 


Rais d as antient Prophets were, 0 
In heav'nly viſion, praiſe and prayer; 
Pleaſing all men, hurting none. 
Pleas'd and bleſs'd with Gop alone, 
Then while the gardens rake my fight, 
With all the colours of delight; 

While ſilver waters glide along, 


ru 
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Tl, raiſe my voice, and tune my ſtting, 
And thee, Treat ſource of nature, ;Jing. 


| Phe Fun Hit walks his airy way; 

i To light the world, and igive the day, 
The Moon that ſhines with borrow'd light; 
The ſtars that gild the gloomy night, 
The ſeas that roll unnumber'd waves, 

The wood that ſpreads its Thady haves ; 
Phe fields whoſe ears conceal the grain, 

The yellow treaſure of the plain; 

All 0 theſe, and all Iſee, 
Shou'd be fung, and ſung by me; 
They ſpeak their maker as they ean, 

But want, and aſk the tongue of man. 

Go, ſearch among your idle dreams, 

Your buſy or your vain extremes; 

And find a life of equal blifs, 

Or own the next begun in his. 
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Awife:embellih'd with a virtuous mind? 
11 In her ſecurely, as his better part, 

Her happy huſhand chearful : reſts his heart: 

With ſuch a lovely partner of his toil, 

* goods encreaſe without the need of ſpoil. 


. 12 Bleſs d 
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12 Bleſs'd in the friendſhip of his faithful wife, 

_ He ſteers thro! all viciſftudes of life. | 

13 Well-pleaſ'd ſhe labours, nor diſdain to cull 
The textile flax, or weave, the twiſted wool. 
14 Rich as the merchants Ships that crowd the 
ſtrands, 
She reaps the ile of remoteſt adds, 

I 5 Early ſhe riſes ere bright Phæbus ſhines, 
And to her damſels ſeparate. taſks aſſigns : 
Refreſh'd with food her hinds renew their 

A+; 47 
And chearful haſte to cultivate the 1 
16 If to her farm ſome field contiguous lies, 
With care ſhe views it, and with prudence 
buys; Py 

And with the gains, which Heaven to wiſ- 
dom grau ts, 

A vineyard of delicious grapes ſhe plants. 

17 Inur'd to toils ſhe ſtrength and ſweetneſs 

oins, 

— is the graceful girdle of her loins. 

With joy her goodly merchandize ſhe views, 

And oft till morn her pleaſing work purſues, 

19 The ſpindle twirls obedient to her tread, 

Round rolls the wheel, and ſpins the duQiile 
thread. 

20 e from her ever- open door 
She feeds the hungry, and relieves the poor. 

21 Nor froſt nor ſnow her family moleſt, 
For all her houſhold are in ſcarlet dreſt. 

22 Reſplendant robes are by her huſband worn, 

Her limbs fine purple and rich filks adorn. 
23 For wiſdom fam'd, for probity renown'd, 
He ſits in counell with * honour crown d. 


24 Te 
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24 To weave rich girdles is her ſofter care, 
Which Merchants buy, a mighty Mo- 
narchs wear, 
25 With ſtrengh and hanour ihe herſelf arrays, 
And. joy will bleſs her in her latter days. 
26 Wiſe: are her words, her ſenſe divinely ſtrong 
For kindneſs is the tenor of her tongue, 
. 27 Fair rules and order in her manſion dwell, 
She eats with temperance what ſhe earns fo 
well. 
28 Rich 15 good works her children call ber E 
ble 
And thus her huſband ſpeaks his inmoſt 
breaſt; 
29 12 Eve's fair daughters various virtues 
8 al, | 
- al thou, lov'd charmer, haſt -excell'd 
; them all. 
30 Smiles oft are fraudful, beauty ſoon en 
But the gocd Woman ſhall inherit praiſe. 
31 To her, O grateful, ſweet requital give? 
Her name, her honour ſhall for ever live. 


PURITY V HE ART. 
A Poem by Mr. SCOTT. 


Ti that rude climate where the Alps 3 | 

And mountains heap'd on Mountains, threat the 
ſkies, 

From one prolific hill their wat'ry ſtore, * 

The Bur, the Rbine, the Po, the Danube | | 


Thro 


| (294 ) 

Thro' diff rent lands their diff rent courſe they 
Now prone in rapid cataracts deſcend, . 

Boil, foam, and roar, tlie trees impetuous tear, 
And grate hoarſe thunder on the diſtant ear; 
\Now-ſtealing gently thro*:their oozy. bed, 
Oer ſmiling plains their beauteous plenty ſpread, 
Mith nect'rous: dews the purple vineyards feed, 
Bid olives riſe and harveſts crown the mead, 
Fair commerce all her canvaſs wings unfold, 


And fly to diſtant ſuns, and ſhores of gold. 


Thus from the heart, that ſeat of joy aud woe, 
In various ſtreams our various paſſions flow; 
Nov / loud as Etna's ſmouldering torrents roar, 
They burſt impetuous; tides of reeking gore 
Wheim in promiſcuous ruin heaps of dai, 
And dreary deſolation ſweeps the plain! | 
Now gentler grown with current ſmooth and mild, 
They chear the barren, ſooth the thirſty wild; 
By reaſon guided, checkt, impell'd produce, 
In lifeis fair plan all ornament and uſe. 


This fruitful ſouree, thus rightly underſtood, 
Of greateſt evil, or of greateſt .good. _ 
Whenceall'ther hwes our tinctur'd paſſions draw, 
O watch, ꝓreſerve it pure, with-ſacred awe! 
Can ſtreams be clear from fountains dark an 

foul ? f LIE 
Or-a&ions good, corrupt-andibaſe the foul7 
No Lucius, no—fair virtue trembling flies, 

Or ſhould ſhe ſtay, her boaſted beauty dies; 
Devotion turns to faree, nnd fenſe and ſpirit 
Are what? the venal ſtateſman's grand demerit? 
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(195): , 
Conſtant at church Avaro prays ſo loud, 
His noiſy zeal confounds the gaping croud; 


With hands uprais'dand: heaven- projocted e eyes, 


Full thrice a day he ſmites his breaſt and ſighs: 
Diſſembling wreteh, with heart ſo prone to evil, 
A mere machine, a "Rop-watch to the devil i; 
Will nature's awful pow'r fo juſt and wiſey 
Wh6ſe inſtant glance thro? all creation flies, 
Pervades each movement of our inmoſt ſouls, 
Where thought impelling thought continua! rolls. 
Pleas'd with ſuch off' rings view. with partial eye 
Thy ſpacious form, and well fain'd ſanctity! 
No, he beholds thee, wretch, tho wrapt in pray'r, 
A Wolf: diſguiſed; painted: Sepulchre; 
Regards no more thy cant and godly whine, 
Than yon dumb ſtatue, on the marble ſhrine, 
Whoſe hands are ſeem in holy rapture clos d, 
And ſteadfaſt eyes to heav'n alone difpos'd: 
Pray'rs ſenſeleſs image; where no ſoul within 
1 thro* the form and mee the mien. 


When all tives. broaſt is pure; 8 warm 
| deſire, 
Sublim'd by 72 * love's: etherial fire, | 
Oa "—_— words our breathing thoughts may 

riſe, . 

And foar to heav'n a grateful ſacrifice ; 
Not fo, my friend, when carnal: paſſions. reign, 
And groſſer acts of fin the heart difdain; 
Our ſouls all clotted by contagion grow, 
And brood, and grovel in the duſt below: 
Like ling' ring ghoſts, that loath, as fables ſay, 
To leave the _—_ haunt their kindred clay. 


But 
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But ah how few a firm and faithful band, 
Th' aſſaults of warring paſſions can withſtand ! 


With whirl- wind force they now the heart aſſail, 


Now with ſurpriſe, and crafty feints prevail, 
Betray the fort, thro friendſhip's fair diſguiſe, 
Till half conſenting vanquiſh'd virtue dies. 


Aſk Coſmius proud and vain, whoſe laviſh taſte, 


Ruins his health, and lays his fortune waſte, 
What darling luſt his ſinful boſom ſways ? 
What !—'tis an honeſt gen'rous love of praiſe : 
For ev'ry vice to virtue is ally'd, - 

And thin partitions their weak bounds divide. 


Thus the fond heart by forme dear paſſion 
ſway'd, 

. Frail and corrupt is ſoon to ſin betray'd; 

Vice. by degrees a firm poſſeſſion gains, 

And o'er the willing ſoul deſpotic reigns : 

Dreadful no more the meagre hag appears, 

Purſu'd by doubts, and harrow'd up by fears; 

Trickt out in laviſh ornament ſhe ſmiles 


A dang'rous Circe fraught with charmful wiks. 


When ſome lone trav'ler, from Ontario's ſhore, 
Hears Niagara's ruſhing cat'racts roar, 
Appall'd he ſtands, with chilling horror pale, 
Or flies impetuous to ſome diſtant vale, 


Where prone beneath the Myrtle's od'rous ſhade 


Peaceful and calm may reſt his aching head ; 
Not ſo the native hind by cuſtom brave, 
Careleſs he hears the foaming ſurges rave, 
Views the wild ſcene with firm and ſteady brow. 
And cleaves in ſport the madding waves below : 
Thus when at firſt from virtue's path we ſtray, 
How ſhrinks the feeble heart with ſad diſmay, 


More 
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More bold at length by pow'rful habit led, 
Callous and ſear'd the dreary. wilds we rs 


Behold the gaping gulph of fin with ſcorn, 
And plunging deep to endleſs death 1 is born, 


O ſad eſtate defilement baſe and foul, 
When vice lethargic ſpreads o'er all the ſoul ; 
When conſcience that impartial judge afſign'd 
By _ to check, apprave, cond mn the 
min 
Like Bufe ſlee ps and leaves poor virtue's cauſe 
To a brib'd jury, and to tyrant laws, 


To luſts corrupt and vile, that wrong to right 


W and, bind with rage, call darkneſs 
Rant | 17 30001 | 


Ho bleſt are they e whoſe hearts 


are free 
From vice, and paſſion's groſs impurity! 
Whoſe mental eyes ideal truths behold, 


And purg'd from films and tinctures of earth's 


mould, 
Pervade with light” ning s force that bleſt a- 
bode, 


Where veil'd in berightneſ reigns th eternal 


Gob. 
Ses 
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TP HE Lox is my ſhepherd, my guardian 


and guide. 
Whatever I want he will kindly provide; 


Z. Ever 
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Ever ſince I was born, it is he that has crown'd 


The life that he gave me, with bleſſings all 


round. 
While yet on the breaſt a poor infant [ hung, 
E'er time had un-looſen'd the ftrings of my 
tongue, 


He on me the help which I could not then 
But now to be grateful ſhall be my tongue's 


taſk. 


Through my cendereſt years with as tender a 
care, 
My ſoul like a lamb in his boſom he bare, 
To the brook he would lead me, whene'er I had 
, need, 


And point out the paſture where beſt I might 


feed: 


No harm could approach me, for he was my 


ſhield, 
From the bits of the air and the beaſts of the 
field; 


1 wolf to devour me would oftentimes 


prowl, 


But the Loxp was my ſhepherd, and guarded 


my ſoul. 


How oft in my 5e I wander'd aſtray, 
And ſtill he hath brought me back to the right 
way; 
When loſt in dark error, no path could meet, 
His word like a lantern, hath guided my feet : 
What wondrous eſcapes to his kindneſs I owe, 
When raſhand unthinkiag, I ſought my own woe, 


My 


It 


—_ > 
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My foul had long ſince been gone down to the | 
deep, 
If the Loxp had not — when I was a- 
ſleep. | 
4 | 
Whene'er at a diſtance he ſees me afraid, 
He flies o'er the mountains and comes to my 
aid; 
Then leads me kde gently, and bids me abide 
In the midſt of his flock and feed cloſe by his 
tide; 
How happy if there Ioould always remain, 
All the days of my life and ne'er wander again. 
Yea bleſt are the people and happy twice told, 
bs the Lord's * and abide in his 
Id 


5 


The fold it is full and the paſtures are green; 
All is friendſhip and love, and no enemy ſeen; 
"He Lokp dwells among us, upon his own 
ill 
And the mountains all round with his preſence 
does fill : 
Himſelf in the midſt, with a provident eye, 
Regarding our wants, and procuring ſup ly; | 
He prepareth all things for our ſafety an bl food 
We gather his gifts, and are filled with good. | 
6 


When he leads forth his flock, ws all gladly 


obey 
For the Nb! is hirnfelf both 6 our leader and 
way; 
2 2 | The 
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The hills ſmoke with incenſe where” er 1 has 
; "$107; 

And a ſacred perfume ews the footſteps of 

. Gov; 

While bleſt with his preſence, the vallies be: 
neath 

A ſweet ſmelling favour do conftantly breathe ; 

He reneweth the face of cach living thing, 


And the glad earth enjoys a perpetual ſpring. 


Or if a quite difterent {ene he prepare, 
And we march in a wildernefs barren and bare, 
By his wonderful works we ſee plainly enough, 
That the earth is the Lory' s and the fuluefs 
thereof; 
When hungry and thirſty we're ready to faint, 
He ſeeth our need, and prevents our complaint; 
The rain at his word brings us bread from the 
ſky, 
And rocks become rivers, when we are adry. 
| 8 
From the fruitfulleſt hill to the Es rock 
The Lok D has made all for the good of his 
flock; 
And the flock in return the Lob always confeſs, 
In plenty their joy, and their hope in diſtreſs : 
He beholds in our welfare his glory diſplay d, 
And we thiak ourſelves happy when he is o- 
bey'd : 
With a chearful regard we attend to his ways. 
Our attention 1s prayer, and our cheerfulneſs 
praiſe, 9 
The LORD is my ſhepherd, what then ſhall I 
car, 
What danger can fright me when he is ſtill near ? 
Not 


( 181 ) 


Not when the time comes that we paſs thro? the 
_ vale 
Of the ſhadow of death, ſhall my heart ever | 
fail; | 
Tho” afraid of myſelf, to purſue the ark way, 
Thy rod and thy ſtaff be my comfort and ſtay; 
For I know, by thy guidance, when, once it is 
| paſt, 
To a fountain of life it will bring me at laſt. 
IO 
The Lok p is become my ſalvation and ſong, 
lis bleſſings ſhall follow me all my life long, 
Whatever condition he places me in, 
E know its the beſt that could ever have been: 
For the Lok p he is good, and bis mercies are 
ſure, 
He only afflicteth in order to cure 
The Logp I will praiſe while I have any 3 
Pe content all my Life, and reſign'd at my 
Death. | 


00000000000 
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View there his grave : then view the ſkies ; 
| you'll find 
The meaſure of his body and his mind. 
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H E comes, he comes, the trumpets ſound, | 
3 rends the vaſt profound : | 
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OY ſea, and ſky, aſtoniſh'd ſhake, 
To judgment, come, ye dead awake. 


Behold, behold, hor myriads riſe } 
See, ſee what glory fills the ſkies! 
The dreadful volumes open'd ſhine ! 
Oh, mercy, Lord, for mercy's thine! 


The hour, the fatal hour is come ; 
Fix'd, ever fix'd is human doom! 
The earth diffolves, Heaven melts away, 
Oh ſhield me, Saviour, in that day. 


Lo! he aſcends, to Heav'n aſcends, 
With his triumphant right-hand friends! 
Time, Death, and Hell, expiring lie, 
And * fills Eternity. 


c MONO 


* Epi T APH in S'. Martin's Church-yard 


Reap, thou may t forbear to put thine 
eyes, 

28 8 for tears; to mourn theſe obſequies: 
uch charitable drops wou'd beſt be giv'n 

To thoſe who late, or never, come to Heav'n: 

But here thou would ſt, by weeping on this duft, 

Allay his happineſs with thy miſtruſt ; 

Whoſe pious cloſing of his youthful years, 

Deſerves thy imitation, not thy tears. 


EPITAPH 
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EP IT AP H on CLaupivs PrhiLLIPS, 
By S. Jonxsox. 


Pans, whoſe touch harmonious could re- 
move | 

The pangs of guilty pow'r, or helpleſs love, 
Reſt here, oppreſs'd by poverty no more; 
Here find that calm thou gav'ſt ſo oft before. 
Sleep undiſturb'd within this peaceful ſhrine, 
Till angels wake thee with a note like thine. 
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Upnerrymn G death, and the deſtroyer, time 
Here fix'd my, period, ere I reach'd my prime; 
But in my Gop I truſt (who dy'd to fave) _ 
To riſe triumphant o'er them and the grave. 
For you, oh reader! ey'ry earthly blits, 
Remember, cloſes in a ſcene like this : 

Scorn then the ſhadows, inſtant which depart, 
And to eternal pleaſures raiſe your heart! 


DSIIDSISSASS0S 


As EPITAPH found in the Study of the late 
Pious Mr. PARSoxs, o which this requeſt was 
annexed, ** that it might be inſcribed on his Tomb.” 


R E A D E R. 


Lies at thy feet, 
Is at this time partaking 
Of the due reward, of its deeds! 


Tur ſoul which inhabited the body that now 


The 
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The ſtate is now: unalterable * | 
If good, it is happy, without fear of change; 
If not, how great a mercy would it be eſteemed 
Even for a ſhort time, Es 
| Io be as thou art 3 
Capable of avoiding the torments of hell, 
And of enjoying the reſt and pleaſures 
That are at God's right-hand for evermore! 
Now is the accepted time, now is the day of 
g | Sal vation, F 
Oh receive not the grace of God in vain. 


Nm 
EPIGR AM from the GREEK. 
A Blooming youth lies buried Here, 


Fuphemius to his country dear: 
Nature adorn'd his mind and face, 
With ev'ry muſe and ev'ry grace: 
About the marriage ſtate to prove, 

But death had quicker wings than love. 


EE 
An EPITAPH for herſelf by Mrs, W——-. 


Desrmp while living, to ſuſtain 
An cqual ſhare of grief and pain: 98 

All various ills of human race, | 

Wirhin this breaſt had once a place. 

Without ccmplaint, ſhe learnt to bear 

A living death, a long deſpair, 

Till, hard oppreſt by adverſe fate, 
O'ercharg'd, ſhe ſunk beneath the weight; 
And to this peaceful tomb retir'd, 

So much eſteem'd, ſo long defir'd ! The 


(185) 


The painful mortal conflict's o'er, 
A broken heart can bleed no more. 


E PIT APH oz a bur aur OM a lor, 


The vain parade of monumental fame, 
Jo better praiſe the laſt great day ſhall reg 
The ſpotleſs 1 innocence that pits | 


| TEL LETT ETON [11 
On the Death of the Rev. Mr. aL KP x 


＋ hi aruraurv call d the faral arrow 
And number'd pious WALKER with the dead; 


His gladſome foul, releas d fem umb; rous 


clay 
Soars ta the regions of eterna] day: 1 
I mourn. the friend, who. ener knew tg ſteer 
| Betwixt wild raſhneſs, and low-minded fear ; 
Who would not ſoften Goſpel-truths to plete 
Careleſs alike of cenſure and of praiſe. + 
To all he knew their portion to divide, 
And ſtill the Goſpel was his faithful guide, 
No ear to high authorities was given, 
He taught, what only bore the Ramp of 
HxAv'N. 


0 happy ſhade ! ** ſteps may [ purſue, 
And ardent ſtcive to copy aſter you! 
Oft have you preſt me, Friend, for eyer dear 
* ſweet adviſe yet vibrates on my car) 


As | Tow'rd 


F 


Tuo inen years! no pompomse bonours claim, | 
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Tow'rd our high- calling's glorious hope | to 


preſs, 
And labour after real happineſs; 


Still to be faithful to our Maſters cauſe, 
Nor Shrink, when call'd 'to bear the ſacred 
Organs 
From his — 1 what bers nly counſels 
flow'd, : 
How well he knew to land the ſoul to Gob. 
How with inceſſant toils he fill'd the day, 
Let his forſaken flock at Truro ſay. 
O Truro wail th'invaluable friend, | 
The Shepherd who ſtill lov'd you to the end. 
His foes (if foes he had) muſt ſurely own _ 
His fervent zeal for their Salvation ſhewn ; 
Nor did he e'er diſdain to teach the young, 
But form'd to heav 'nly ſounds their infant 
tongues; 
Babes well inſtructed liſp their infant pray'r, 
And ſpake their Paſtor's never ceaſing care. 
Unwarp'd by ſenſual ends, or vulgar aims, 
By idle riches or by idler names, 
Superior to preferment's gilded bait 
For his reward, he nobly choſe to wait; 


Wait till his Lord, deſcending from the ſkies, a 


Shall bid his Saints to endleſs glory rife : 


At laſt exalted nature wears away, 
Spent with the toils of each returning day 
For each returning day had toils aſſign'd, 
To pour freſh light upon the ſightleſs mind; 
The ſleepy to awake, the faint build up 
To a * faith and never dying hope. 


May 
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May every watchman in his footſteps tread, 
And thus religion's ſaving knowledge ſpread. 
Behold him now his ſtrength is gone, 

To the cold grave in pain deſcending down, 
Yet all his ſufferings cannot force a groan. 
What chriſtian magnanimity is here, 

What ſtrong affiance in his Maſter's care! 
Tho with no flights of holy rapture bleſt, 

He ftill a firm, unſhaken faith expreſt : 

A faith well built in the Atoning blood 

His only plea, all prevalent with Gop, 

A faith which never, never, ſhall decay, 
But reign triumphant thro' eternal—day. 


An ErirA r For a CHRISTIAN. ' 


Reaver [with awe look down and learn, 
In time true wiſdom to diſcern. : 7. 
Lo!—underneath here lies interr'd 
An upright man, who—ſeldom err'd. 
He reſts in peace, and with the juſt 
Shall riſe in Giory, from the duſt. 
His pleaſure was his maker's praiſe, 
In piety he ſpent his days: | 
Juſt charitable, good, and wile, 
A friend ſincere, without diſguiſe. 
With meekneſs he reſigned his breath, 
And triumph'd in the pangs of death. 
His ſoul is fled to joys immenſe ! 
To mourn, wou'd ſure be great offence: 
But O! how good his ſteps to trace, 
And end, like him, our chriſtian race — 
| A a 2 To 
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0 

To keep towards heaven a conſt ant eye, 
In faith like him lo live and die: 
And when we from the duſt awake, 
Of Joy and endleſs bliſs J 


ee 
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W HY ſtart! this fate will your 8 be Very. 

ſoon, &. 

In ſome few-years, perhaps the coming, moon. 

Life at its utmoſt length is ſcarce a breath, 

And thoſe who longeſt dream maſt wake in 
death. 

Like you, I once thought every bliſk ſecure, 

And Gold, of every ill the certain cure: 

Till plung'd i in ſorrow and beſieged with pain, 

Too late I found all earthly riches vain : 

Diſeaſe made fruitleſs quite the ſorded ico, ' 

And Death ſtill anſwered—what is gold to me. 

Fame, titles, honours, next I vainly fou7ht, 

And fools obſequious nurs'd the clildifh though, 

Elate with brib'd applauſe, andpurchas'd pratie, 

I built on endleſs grandure entlleſs days: 

Till death awoke me, from my'dream of pride. 

And laid « prouder beggar by my fide, , 

Go on vain man! to luxury be firm 


Yet know thou feaſteſt, but to feaſt a Worm. 


The 
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The CaARacrer of a Believing CHRISTIAN. 


A CHRISTIAN is, one who believes things 
his reaſon cannot comprehend, he hopes for 
things which neither he nor any man living ever 
ſaw, he belicves three to be one and one three, 
a Father not to be elder than his Son; a Son to 
be equal to his Father; and one [proceeding 
ſrom both, to be equal with both; he believes 
three perſons in one nature; and two natures in 
one perſon. ; 


| He believes the God of all grace to have been 
angry with one who never offended him; he 
believes himſelf to be precious in God's fight, 
and yet loaths himſelf in his own; He dare not 
juſtify himſelf even in thoſe things wherein he 
can find no fault with himſelf, and yet believes 
that God accepts him in thoſe ſervices wherein 
he is able to find many faults ;— 


Ne praiſes God for his juſtice, and yet fears 
him for his mercy ; he is ſo aſhamed. that he 
dares not open his mouth before God, 'and yet 


comes with boldneſs to God and aſks him any 


thing he needs; he is fo humble as to acknow- 
ledge he deſerves nothing but evil, and yet be- 
lieves that God means him all good. He is one 
that fears always, yet is as bold as a Lion; He 
is often ſorrowful yet always rejoicing: Many 
times complaining, yet always giving of thanks. 
He is the moſt lowly minded, yet the greateſt 
aſpirer ; the moſt contented man on earth, yet 
ever c raving. 1 

; = 
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He bears a lofty ſpirit in a mean condition.; 
when he is ableſt he thinks meaneſt of himſelf 


He is rich in h tho Tn) in the midſt: of 


riches. 


He aner all things to he his, tho” darks 1 not 
take any thing without ſpecial leave from God. 


He covenants with God for nething, yet looks 
for a great reward: He looſeth his life yet gains 


by it, and whilft he looſeth it, he ſaveth it ever- 


laſtingly. 


esse 
A LETTER 70 4 Friend who made light of Religion, 
| Dear Sir, 


HIS comes from your fincere friend, and 
* who has your beſt intereſt at heart: It comes 
on a defign altogether important, and of no leſs 


conſequence than your everlaſting happineſs: 


So that it may juſtly challenge your careful re- 
gard. It is not to upbraid or reproach, much 
leſs to triumph and inſult over your miſconduct; 

no tis pure benevolence, tis diſintereſted good- 
will prompts me to write; ſo that I hope I ſhall 


not raiſe your reſentment, However, be the 


iſſige what it will, I cannot bear to ſee you walk 
in the Pa aths that lead to death, without warning 
you of your danger, without founding i in your 
cars the awful admonition, * return and live 
for why would you die?” 

I beg of you to conſider whether you do not 


in ſome meaſure reſemble thoſe accurſed chil- 


dren 


8 
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dren of Eli; whom, tho' they were famous in 
their generation, and men of renown, yet ven- 
geance ſuffered not to live. For my part I may 
ſafely uſe the expoſtulation of the old Prieſt: 
* Why do ye ſuch things? for I hear of your 
evil doings by all this people, You make the 
Lok b's people to tranſgreſs. I have long ob- 
ſerved and pitied you; and a moſt melancholy 
ſpectacle J lately beheld, made me reſolve to 
caution you, left you alſo come into the ſame 
condition.—I was not long ſince called to viſit 
a poor gentleman ſome time ago of the moſt ro- 
buſt body, and of the gayeſt temper, I ever 
knew. But when I viſited him: Oh! how was 
the glory departed: from him! I found him no 
more that ſprightly and vivacieus ſon of Joy, 
which he uſed to be; but languiſhing, pining 
away, under the chaſtiſing hand of Gop. His 
limbs feeble and trembling, his countenance 
forlorn and ghaſtly, and the little breath he had 
left, fobb'd out in ſorrowful ſighs! his body 
haſtening apace to the duſt, to lodge in the ſi- 
lent grave, the land of darkneſs and deſolation. 
His ſoul juſt ready to wing away to its long 
home, to enter upon an unchangeable and eter- 
nal ſtate. When I was come up into his cham- 
ber, and had ſeated myſelf on his bed, he firſt 
caſt a moſt wiſhful look upon me, and then be- 
gan as well as he was able to ſpeak. Oh! that 
I had been wiſe, that I had known this, that I 
had conſidered my latter end. Ah! Sir, death 
is knocking at my door; in a few hours more 
I ſhall draw my laſt gaſp, and then judgment, 
the tremendous judgment! how ſhall I appear 
unprepared as Iam before the all-knowimg; and 
| | omnipotent 
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omnipotent Go. — How ſhall I endure the day 
of his coming!” — When I mentioned among 
many other things, that ſtrict holineſs, . which 
he. had formerly ſo lightly eſteemed ; bas rephed 
(with a haſty eagerneſs). O that holineſs 1 is the 
thing, the only thing that I now long for. 1 have 
not words to tell you how highly I value it. I 
wou'd gladly part with all my eſtate, | large 
as it is, or a world to obtain it. What is there 
in the place whither Jam going but Gop ? Or 
what is there to be deſired on earth, but REL» 
G10N ? Zut if this God ſhou'd reſtore you 
to health, ſaid I, think you that you ſhou'd al- 
ter your former courſe? *© I call both heaven 
and earth to witneſs, ſaid he, I would labour for 
holineſs as I ſhall ſhortly labour for life, as for 
riches and pleaſures, and the applauſes of men 
account them as dung, no more to my happi- 
neſs. than the feathers that lie on the floor. O 
if the righteous judge would try me once more; 
if he wou'd but reprieve and ſpare me a little 
longer: — In what a ſpirit ſhou'd 1 ſpend the 
' remainder of my days! I wou'd know no other 
buſineſs, aim at no other end, than perfecting 
myſelf in holineſs. Whatever contributed to 
that, every means of grace, every opportunity 
of ſpiritual improvement, ſhou'd be dearer to 
me than ten thouſands of gold and ſil ver. 
But alas! why do I amuſe myſelf with fond i- 
maginations? Theſe reſolutions are now inſig- 
nificant, becauſe they are naw toe late ; The 
day in which l fhou'd have worked, is over and 
gone, and I ſee a fad, horrible night approach- 
ing, bringing with it the blackneſs of darkneſs 
or ever. Heretofore, (woe is me) when 124 
calle 
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called I refuſed, when he invited 1 was one of | 


them that made excuſe, now therefore I receive 
the reward of my deeds, fearfulneſs and trem- 
bling are come upon me: I ſmart, I am in fore 
anguiſh already; and yet this is but the begin- 
ning of ſorrows! it doth-not yet appear what I 


ſhall be but ſure.I ſhall be ruined, undone, 


and deſtroyed with an everlaſting deſtruction““! 
This ſad ſcene 1 ſaw, theſe doleful words I 

heard, and ſoon after attended the unhappy 

Gentleman to his Tomb.—The' poor breathleſs 


ſkeleton ſpoke in ſuch an accent, and with ſuch 


earneſtneſs, that I cou'd not eaſily forget him 


or his words. | 


| And as I was muſing on this ſorrouful ſubject, 
remembred, O Sir I remembred you, for I diſ- 


cerned too near an agreement and correſpon- 


dence between you and the deceaſed, they 


are alike ſaid I in their ways and what ſhou'd 


hinder them to be alike in their end, the courſe 
of their actions was equally full of ſin and folly, 


and why ſhou'd not the period of them be e- 


qually full of horror and diſtreſs? I am grie- 


vouſly afraid of the ſurvivor, leaſt, as he lives 
the life, he ſhould die the Death of this wretch- 
ed Man, and his laſt end be like unto his. 


pent while you have opportunity: if happily 


you may find grace and forgiveneſs, Det a mo- 


ment and you may die: yet a little while and 


you'muſt die: and will you go down with in- 


Bb famy 


: F or thiscauſe therefore I take my pen to adviſe | 
—to-admoniſh—nay—to:requeſt of you to re- 
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famy and deſpair, to the grave, rather than de- 
part with hope full of immortality? | | 


But [ muſt tell you plainly Sir, with the ut- 
moſt freedom, that your preſent behaviour is 
not the way to reconcile yourſelf unto Gop. 
You are ſo far from making atonement to offen- 
ded juſtice, that you are aggravating the future 
account and heaping up an increaſe of wrath 
againſt the day of wrath, For what ſay the 
Scriptures? thoſe books which at the conſum- 
mation of all things. the Antient of days will 
apzn—and: judge you by every jot and tittle 
therein. What ſay theſe ſacred Volumes? Why 
they teſtify and declare unto every ſoul of Man, 
that whoſo liveth in pleaſure, is dead while he 
liveth; ſo long as you roll on in a continued 
cirele of ſenſual delights and vain, entertain- 
ments, you are dead to all the purpoſes of pie- 
ty and virtue. You are as odious to Gop, as a 
corrupt carcale that lies putrify ing in the open 
Church-yard.— Vou are as far from doing your 
duty or working out your ſalvation or reſtoring 


bones nailed up in a coffin is from bo. pes 


„„ iy upon this; if 
you have any inclination to eſcape the fire that 
will never be; quenched, wou'd you be reſcued 


fling 


yourſelf to the divine favour, as a heap of dry 


b noch 7: 14170 r 


from the fury, and fierce anger of Almighty 
Gop;? Wou'd you be delivered from weeping 
and wailing and inceſſant gnaſning u of teeth? 
Sure you wou' d] but be certain; that will never 
be done by amuſements which at beſt are tri- 
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fling and impertinent, and for that if no other 
reaſon fooliſh and ' ſinful. — Tis by ſeriouſneſs: 
tis by retirement and mourning, you muſt ac- 
compliſn this great and deſirable «deliverance. 


You muſt not appear at the head of every foo- 
Ih diverſion, but enter into your cloſet, and 


ſhut the door : commune with your own heart, 
and ſearch out your ſpirit. The pride of life, 


and all the ſuperfluity of naughtineſs muſt be 


put away. Jou muſt make haſte and delay 
not the time to keep (with all your might too) 


Gop's holy commandments, always remem- 
b'ring that mighty ſinners muſt be mighty peni- 
tent; or elſe be mightily tormented for ever and 
_ever.—Your example has been extremely pre- 
judicial; I wiſh I cou'd ſay not fatal and deſ- 
tructive to many: let therefore the remainder 
of your life be as ſignal for true Holineſs, as 
che time paſt has been for Sin, | 


Once more I exhort you as a friend : I beſeech 
you as a brother; I charge you as a meſſenger 
from the Great Gop, in his own moſt ſolemn 
words, © caſt away from you your tranſgreſſi- 
ons, make you a new heart, and a new ſpirit, 
ſo iniquity ſhall not be your ruin,” 


Perhaps you may be diſpos'd to contemn this, 
and its ſerious purport, or to recommend it to 
your lewd companions as a fit ſubject for raille- 
ry but let me tell you beforehand, that for 
this, as well as for other things, Gop will bring 
you into judgment; He ſees me now I write : 


He will obſerve you while you read —He notes 


down my Words in his book, he will alſo note 
e ' down 
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down your conſequent procedure. So that not 
upon me, not upon me will the neglecting or 
deſpiſing of any ſaying turn, but on your-own 
head. * If thou be wiſe thou ſhalt be wiſe for 
thyſelf, if thou ſcorneſt thou alone ſhall bear it.“ 
Be not concerned to know my name, it is enough 
that you ſhall, know this at the laſt great day of 
accounts before the face of Men and Angels.— - 
That this Letter may be diligently read by you, 
and your Soul benefited much by it; is the 
ſincere wiſh and Prayer, of | 


Sir, Your's, 


A Pas rox. 


Fr 


